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Chop One 
iy 


The crowd below looked more like an ant farm than an 
actual New York street, teeming with busy people, Juan 
Ramirez noted as he watched from his thirty-second-floor 
hotel room. It always fascinated him how very animalistic 
humans were, even when they clung desperately to the 
trappings of society. At heart, people were all animals, 
himself included. Sometimes he even pretended to be 
civilized, but today was not one of those days. 

He checked his watch again. Mona was late. The bitch had 
been late for their last three meetings. She seemed to be 
under the impression she was safe just because she 
happened to be the daughter of a councilman. These putas, 
they were all the same. Maybe this time he’d teach her a 
lesson she wouldn’t forget. 

After another thirty minutes and no Mona, he pulled on his 
jacket and checked his gun, making sure it was fully loaded. 
Habit, really. He had other business to attend to this 
morning. 

“Mateo!” 

The six-year-old ducked his head through the door. “S/, 
senor?” 

“Grab your shoes, little one. We have business to attend 
to.” 

The little boy nodded and disappeared back into the 
bedroom. Juan heard the television turn off, and then the 
child came shuffling out of the room, rubbing his eyes. He 


hadn’t slept well the night before. Nightmares plagued him. 
He’d get over them soon enough. Juan was training the boy 
to be a weapon. He needed to be exposed to everything 
from a young age to let go of his conscience and become the 
killer the cartel wanted. 

The boy could almost pass for a Hispanic if it weren’t for 
his green eyes. He played outside enough to be as brown as 
the other children, and his coal black hair blended in well. It 
was just his eyes, inherited from his mother. 

From what Juan knew of the boy’s real father, the child 
took after him. It was hard for him to understand that killing 
was necessary. He had the nasty tendency to want to protect 
others. He’d seen it in the way the child stood up to bullies 
in the neighborhood, even at such a young age. It was Juan’s 
job to direct that protectiveness toward the cartel. 

Those were the instructions he’d been given when they’d 
delivered the child into his custody six years ago. He kept 
himself detached, never letting himself care for the boy. That 
wasn’t his job. He was to keep him fed, clothed, and to train 
him. Much as he himself had been trained. 

“Listo.” 

Juan nodded and collected the child’s hand, leading him 
out of the room and to the elevator. The boy liked elevators. 
His eyes lit up every time they got on one. It was one of the 
small pleasures he allowed the child. Juan himself had been 
fascinated by escalators at that age. Having a little fun 
wouldn’t cause any harm to the grand scheme of things. 

As they stepped out of the hotel, he noticed a black town 
car pull up behind his own black SUV. Mona tumbled out of 
the back door before her driver could so much as get out. 
She spotted Juan right away and smiled, her overly white 
teeth flashing in the sunlight. Golden bracelets clinked 
together on her right arm, distracting Juan from the woman’s 
tight red dress. She stumbled again as she started forward, 
her six-inch stilettos getting in her way. 


“Juan.” She leaned in to kiss him, and Juan dodged her. 
She stank of cigarettes and stale beer. 

“You are late.” 

She gave him another sugary grin. “I’m not late, I’m 
just...” 

“Drunk.” He couldn’t hide the disgust in his voice. “It is no 
matter. We can discuss our business on the way to my next 
appointment.” He took her arm and steered her toward the 
SUV, pushing her inside when his driver opened the door. 
There wasn’t room for all of them in the back, so he ordered 
the boy into the front seat. Mateo obeyed without question, 
his expression blank. Juan knew he suspected something 
bad was coming. 

And it was. 

“You have my money?” He let his eyes rove over Mona. 
She had a nice figure. 

“Yes.” She dug around in her purse and pulled out a fat 
envelope. He took it from her and counted, ignoring her 
gasp of outrage. He no more trusted her not to cheat him 
than he did anyone else. All there. At least she was honest 
with her money. He tucked it into his breast pocket then 
turned his attention back to the simpering socialite. 

“We must have the discussion of punctuality again, Mona. 
lam growing weary of this.” 

“Juan, baby, | have responsibilities too...” 

“No, you were getting hammered.” He cut her off before 
she started her usual spiel of bullshit. 

She sent him what she probably thought was a sultry look, 
when in fact it looked like she’d just tasted something sour. 
He couldn’t abide drunkards, especially those who worked 
for him. 

“Today will be the last day you are ever late to a meeting 
and the last day you will ever show up drunk.” 

Her smile turned sly, and he knew she thought he was 
bluffing. He wasn’t. 


“You're going to learn what happens when you disobey 
me, Mona.” 

The chill in his voice made Mateo gasp in the front seat. 
He’d used that tone on the boy enough during punishments 
for him to recognize it. He understood what it meant. Mona 
soon would. 

“You think | can’t hurt you, puta?” He leaned over, his 
hand cupping her neck, his thumb stroking her jawline. 
“Because of your papa.” 

She smiled, the triumph of that statement in her glassy, 
drunken eyes. 

“You're wrong.” He tightened his grip around her throat, 
cutting off her air. She squirmed, trying to get away, but he 
rolled on top of her, coming to rest with his knees on either 
side of the small woman. “I could snap your neck and toss 
you in the dumpster behind the warehouse we’re going to.” 

She struggled, bucking, but he simply squeezed her neck 
tighter. 

“| know what you’re thinking. People saw you get into this 
vehicle. Cameras, evidence...” He grinned. “All | have to do 
is make a phone call, and all that evidence gets scrubbed 
clean. And those eyewitnesses? They’ll forget what they 
saw, or they'll disappear. We never get caught. You’re not 
safe, Mona. The day you agreed to mule drugs for us, your 
life became ours to do with as we pleased.” 

He eased his grip, and she drew in a small sip of air. He let 
his other hand cup her breast, twisting the nipple harshly. 
“Do you understand, Mona?” 

Her eyes dilated, the fear finally beginning to show, but 
she didn’t nod. This woman. He shook his head and pinched 
her nipple harder, pulling a cry of pain from her. 

“Do you understand?” 

She nodded after a moment, and he let her go, sitting 
back down on his side of the SUV. This puta was going to 
learn her lesson today. Of that, he’d made up his mind. 
Everyone in the organization understood their place, and 


Mona was going to get it through her head if he had to beat 
her bloody. 

They rode in silence for the next half hour as the driver 
took them into the Bronx. They pulled into the abandoned 
apartment complex Hector operated out of. There were no 
guards on the front. It wasn’t only whores who were stupid. 
Dealers who thought themselves kingpins suffered from the 
same affliction. 

He opened his door and dragged Mona out. Mateo joined 
him without having to be told. They approached the front 
entrance, and again, no guards met them. It wasn’t until 
they descended into the basement that he ran into a guard. 

“Buying or selling?” The tall black man stared down at 
Juan, his expression a no-nonsense one. At least they’d put 
someone who could do some damage on the door. He looked 
like a boxer. 

“Juan Ramirez to see Hector.” His quiet voice belied the 
danger behind the words. 

“| don’t know a Juan Ramirez.’ 

“Hector does.” He put a bit of a bite into his tone and the 
guy stared at him for a heartbeat longer, debating, but 
opened the door and allowed him inside. 

Juan shook his head. None of their guards back home 
would have been stupid enough to let an unknown 
individual into the heart of one of their drug houses. He 
would have been verified first. These New Yorkers. None of 
them understood anything. 

The basement itself was a hive of activity. Three rows of 
tables had been set up along one wall where drugs were 
being cut and packaged. Another two rows of tables took up 
the other wall where people sat counting money. Never have 
your money and your drugs in the same location. That was 
the first rule of the cartel. The police might get the drugs or 
the money, but they’d never get both. Laziness. 

He spotted Hector laid back on the deep red velvet couch 
enjoying a blow job from a dark-haired woman. His whore, 


most likely, or one of the gang’s girls who serviced any of 
the male members when required. He had his eyes closed, 
sweat outlining his brow, while he moaned at the talented 
little mouth pleasuring him. 

Juan watched them, his own cock twitching. The puta 
seemed to know what she was doing. He let out a long 
breath when the girl did something that brought Hector’s 
ass up off the couch, and a deep groan escaped the man. 
Perhaps Juan would taste the girl himself. 

He strode over and pulled the girl from Hector by the hair 
and tossed her aside. The man’s eyes opened, the glare 
dying when he saw the gun pointed at his cock. For a man 
like Hector, the loss of his manhood would be more 
detrimental than anything else Juan could do to him. 
Unfortunately, death was in the cards for Hector. 

The sound of the gun echoed through the room louder 
than even Hector’s screams as blood gushed from his cock. 
It wouldn’t kill him quickly. He’d have to bleed out, but it 
would ensure he listened to Juan and that everyone here 
heard what he had to Say. 

“You think we don’t know everything, Hector? We don’t 
know you’re skimming money from the prostitution rings, 
overselling the drugs, and keeping a share? This is not your 
operation. It is the cartel’s operation, and you are nothing.” 

“| wasn’t...” Hector pressed down on the wound, trying to 
stem the blood and stop the pain. “I...” 

Juan fired the gun again, and it hit Hector’s kneecap. 
Another scream rolled out of the man. 

“Don't lie to me, boy. You think | would be here if we didn’t 
have proof?” He fired another bullet into the man’s foot. 
“You knew what would happen if you cheated us. We told 
you the rules from day one, and you thought you were 
Smarter than we were. That you wouldn’t get caught. 
Stupid.” 

He saw Mateo out of the corner of his eye. The boy stood 
stoic, his eyes fixed on the horrific scene in front of him, but 


they burned with rage. Juan needed to find a way to flip that 
rage to the side of the cartel. He worried the kid would never 
be an asset to the cartel. He was too much like his father, 
but that wouldn’t deter Juan from doing his best. 

“Mateo, come here.” 

The boy shuffled over to him, his spine stiff and his eyes 
downcast. 

“What happens to those who betray us?” 

“They are punished.” The boy looked at Hector, his 
expression as emotionless as his voice. 

Juan put a bullet right between Hector’s eyes, and Mateo 
never flinched. At least the boy was learning to 
compartmentalize. 

He pointed to Hector’s second in command. “You are now 
in charge. You see what happens when you cross us?” 

The man nodded, unable to take his eyes off his friend. 

“As a token of our goodwill, I’ve brought you a gift.” He 
pointed to Mona. “She thinks she can cross us as well. She’s 
nothing more than a puta. Show her what it means to be one 
of our whores then deliver her back to her home. Keep her 
for a few days if you want, and make sure everyone gets a 
taste.” 

The new leader of this particular sect of Los Muertos stood. 
“Gracias, Senor Ramirez. We won't let you down, and we 
thank you for the gift.” 

“Death will meet you if you let us down again.” 

Juan collected the whore he’d taken a liking to and 
escorted her and the boy out while Mona’s screams began. 
He smiled once he settled himself in the car. He leaned back 
and relaxed, his hand gripping his new whore’s hair as she 
bent down and went to work on his cock. 

All in all, a good day’s work. 





Kade yawned and let his office chair recline. He’d been 
working to get the office for Kincaid Security & 
Investigations up and running for the last three weeks. His 
little brother, Mason, finally managed to get the computer 
systems installed and all the programs working. The security 
system had been a nightmare of its own. The entire 
brownstone that housed the business needed to be rewired 
to meet code and handle the new computer and security 
systems. 

And he’d been dealing with this by himself. Viktor was off 
on a pro-bono case for a friend of their brother, Dimitri. Not 
that Kade begrudged Viktor. The woman needed help. Her 
soon to be ex-husband beat her and then moved to their 
daughter. Kade despised men who turned their fists on 
helpless women and children. He would have done it himself 
for free if Dimitri reached him first. 

His phone chirped, and he glanced at it. His wife’s smiling 
face stared back. Angel always brightened his day, but right 
now he wasn’t up for talking to her. She’d been harassing 
him to go back to Miami so she could get some closure in her 
brother’s death. His mother and grandmother ordered him to 
take his wife there so they could get remarried and put their 
past behind them. 

He snorted. All the women in his life seemed to want to 
order him around and expected he’d obey without a fight. 


He’d do whatever he damned well pleased. 

Dylan Jenkins, who was a whiz at finding information, 
stuck his head in. “You got a minute?” 

Kade sighed and sat up. A nap would have been so nice. 
The big man came in and settled himself into one of the two 
chairs opposite Kade. It was almost comical. Dylan stood 
about six feet five or so, and he dwarfed the chair. His blond 
hair and ice blue eyes reminded Kade of some of the serial 
killers he’d dealt with in his time with the Behavioral 
Analysis Unit of the FBI. The man’s eyes were always so cold. 
Viktor assured him he could be trusted, but something about 
him bothered Kade. He just couldn’t put his finger on what. 

He held up a plain yellow folder. “Il have some information 
for you.” 

Kade’s spine stiffened and he leaned forward, eager but 
cautious of what news Dylan brought him. He’d asked the 
man to look into the cartel, specifically whether he was still 
on their radar. “Well?” 

“It’s not what you want to hear.” Those piercing blue eyes 
turned colder, if that was possible. “You’re still high up on 
their hit list.” 

“That makes no sense. They could have taken me out 
many times over the years...” He trailed off at the hard 
shake of Dylan’s head. 

“The cartel never forgets. They’ve been busy expanding 
their reach, which now includes New York. Before, they were 
told to watch for you if you set foot back in Miami. Now, they 
are actively looking for you. I’d say stepping outside your 
apartment right now is a risk. Going to Miami?” Dylan took a 
deep breath and let it out slowly. “That would be a death 
sentence.” 

Fuck. Angel needed to go say goodbye to her brother. How 
was he supposed to tell her that wouldn’t be happening any 
time soon? He was in for a shit storm when he got home. 

“They have people in New York, you said?” Kade glanced 
down at his phone. Angel was calling again. He let it go to 


voicemail. This conversation was too important to disrupt. 

Dylan nodded, flipping the file open. “I did an in-depth 
investigation. The cartel started out in Miami in 1976. Very 
small, very elite. They stayed quiet up until around the early 
nineties, when they started to show off their power in force. 
Not long after that, they were the number one cartel in the 
south. These guys migrated up from Central America, Kade. 
They mean business.” 

“| know. | was embedded in their organization undercover 
for over a year.” 

“No, man. What you saw was like someone window 
shopping. You think you see the best stuff in the window 
displays, but really, all the good shit is in the back, just 
waiting for the rich people to flood in.” 

Shopping? This scary-ass motherfucker was talking about 
shopping? 

“| worked retail in high school.” His eyes turned glacial, 
telling Kade to fuck off with any questions. Fine by him. 

“When did they move into New York?” 

“Spring of last year. They’ve slowly been taking out more 
and more of the local drug dealers. They either bring them 
into the fold, or eliminate those that try to stand up to them. 
After a few grisly deaths, the rest get the picture and don’t 
put up a fight. These are vicious people, Kade.” 

“They’re vicious? Just wait until | tell my wife we can’t go 
to Miami.” 

“Better you than me.” Dylan finally cracked a smile, and 
Kade scowled. 

“You think you’re escaping blame, motherfucker? Shit, no. 
As soon as she finds out you’re the one who did the 
research, she’ll come for you.” 

The smirk faded from his face, and Dylan’s blue eyes went 
frosty. “Shit.” 

“Yup.” 

Kade thanked him and took the file folder to study in- 
depth later. How the fuck was he going to tell Angel this 


after he’d promised her they’d go? Shit, shit, shit. 

“What stuck a hornet up your ass?” 

Kade looked up to see his younger brother, Nikoli, 
standing in the doorway to his sort of put-together office. At 
least it had chairs and a desk. Nik looked exactly like him, so 
much so they could be twins. Dark hair, black eyes, and a 
swagger that suggested more confidence than anyone had a 
right to possess. 

“My wife.” 

“What did you do now?” Nikoli strolled into the room and 
sat down. He and Angel were friends—more than friends, 
really. They considered each other family. She took care of 
him when he’d come into her bar drunk. Nik had no idea she 
was married to him. Hell, neither had Angel at the time, 
since he’d forgotten to file the divorce papers. She’d looked 
after Nik because she knew he was Kade’s brother. Once Nik 
found out she was his sister-in-law, he’d gone into super 
over-protective mode. All his brothers had, really. They didn’t 
have sisters growing up. The poor girl would have killed 
them, more likely than not, but the men were more than 
making up for it with Nik’s Lily, Dimitri’s Becca, and his 
Angel. 

“Wipe the grin off your face and tell me what you did to 
my girl.” 

The steel in the boy’s voice made Kade laugh. Nik was the 
most protective of all of them. He would sacrifice anything 
for the girls, especially Lily and Angel. They didn’t know 
Becca that well yet, but they were working on it, especially 
since she’d convinced Dimitri to leave sunny LA to move to 
snowy New York. Having grown up in Russia, Dimitri had 
been determined to escape the cold, but Becca hated LA, so 
he’d packed up his stuff and moved to New York. Amazing 
what their women could make them do. 

“| didn’t do anything, brat.” He leaned back and cracked 
his knuckles. “I just have to tell her we can’t go to Miami.” 

“Why not?” Nik checked his phone, frowning. 


“| had Dylan check it out, and my name is still pretty high 
on their hit list.” 

“Shit.” 

“There’s more.” He rubbed his temples, the headache 
starting to bloom. “They’re here in New York. If they see me 
or Angel, we could be in a shit storm of trouble.” 

“Are you fucking serious?” His brother’s eyes went hard 
and mean, reminding him of Conner, Viktor’s’ twin. 
Something had happened to him in Afghanistan, and he was 
harder, cold. 

Kade nodded, suddenly feeling weary. “Dylan thinks just 
walking outside is too much of a risk. These people are 
brutal bastards, Nik. The things they would do to Angel...” 
He trailed off, shaking his head. It was too horrific to even 
contemplate. 

“She needs security around the clock. I'll pay for it 
myself.” 

“Nik, it’s not just Angel. To get to me, they’ll go through 
my family. We’re all in danger, even Lily and Becca.” 

He winced at the string of curse words that left his 
brother’s mouth. He had no idea Nik knew so many 
expletives. It came out in a mixture of Russian and English. 

“How many men can we spare here?” Nik asked once he’d 
calmed down. 

“Three, maybe four. We have everyone on cases. I'll have 
to pull people just to get those three or four.” 

“I'll hire outside security, and your guys can supervise 
them. The women need round-the-clock protection.” 

Normally, Kade would have told Nikoli no, but when it 
came to Angel, he swallowed his pride and did what needed 
to be done. His little brother was a millionaire, owning his 
own gaming company that put out a lot of popular titles. The 
boy could buy and sell as many security companies as he 
wanted. Kade made good money, but nothing like Nik. It 
irked him that the kid could do more for his wife than Kade 


could. This, though? He’d get no arguments out of Kade for 
providing security to their girls. 

“| appreciate that, Nikoli.” 

“Where are you?” 

The cold bite in Nik’s voice startled Kade. 

“Stay there until | get home. We have a situation. | mean 
it, Lily Bells. Do not go out. Hell, don’t even go near the 
windows.” There was a pause in which Kade assumed Lily 
ripped his brother a new one because of the wince that 
floated across face. “Now, Lily Bells...” He pulled the phone 
away from his ear and stared at it, dumbstruck. “She hung 
up on me.” 

“If | sooke to Angel in the tone you just did to your woman, 
she’d do more than hang up on me. She'd lock me out of the 
apartment and withhold sex for a year.” He smirked at the 
boy’s alarm. “If | were you, I’d take flowers and wine home, 
apologize, and then show her how much | loved her.” 

“Screw her until she forgets how big of an ass | can be, you 
mean?” 

Kade nodded, grinning when Nikoli excused himself and 
headed home, his phone out to tell Dimitri what was going 
on and that he’d be sending security for Becca. The kid was 
in for it when he got home. Lily was the sweetest person he 
knew, including his wife, but the woman had a mean streak 
a mile wide. He almost pitied Nik. Almost. 

But that brought him back around to his own problem. 
Angel was going to be pissed, and she was meaner than Lily 
and his mother combined. The first call he made was to 
Jasper Watkins. He’d been Angel’s guard during the serial 
killer scare, and she might not object so hard if her new 
guard was someone she knew. Besides, Jasper was the best 
they had when it came to a bodyguard. No one was better. 

“Boss.” The deep voice rumbled through the phone. 

“Jasper. | have a new assignment for you.” He rolled his 
head from side to side, trying to relieve the pressure in the 
stiff muscles of his neck. 


“| haven’t finished this one yet.” Jasper yawned. His client 
kept late hours, and Kade knew the man napped when and 
where he could. 

“I’m sending Sawyer to relieve you. This iS more 
important.” 

“More important than an ambassador’s daughter?” 

“It’s for Angel.” 

The long pause on the other end was a testament to how 
the statement had shocked Jasper. “What happened? The 
bastard get out on bail?” 

Angel’s stalker, the deadliest serial killer to ever prey upon 
Boston, was thankfully locked away in a maximum-security 
prison until his trial in a few months. Angel would have to 
testify, and every time she thought about it, she was 
plagued by nightmares. He wished to God he could take 
those awful memories from her, but he couldn’t. Instead, he 
worked hard to help her make new ones she could rely on to 
help her through the worst of them. 

“No, the fucker is still locked up.” Kade’s hands fisted just 
thinking about him. All he wanted was to beat the bastard 
who'd violated her. He hadn’t raped her, but he’d come 
damn close. He’d put his hands on her, his mouth. Rage 
froze him. If he could get five minutes alone with the 
bastard... 

“Then, what?” Jasper’s question cleared some of the rage, 
at least enough to let him answer. 

“Miami’s deadliest drug cartel. I'll fill you in when you get 
here. And, Jasper, aS soon as Sawyer shows up, you haul ass 
to my apartment.” 

After assuring Kade he would, Jasper hung up on him. 

Now all he had to do was tell Angel. 


Chop Tee 
a 





Angel glanced at her phone. Two texts and three missed 
calls from Kade. If she looked at the texts, she’d feel 
obligated to respond. If she did that, her shopping trip would 
be cut short. Kade’s birthday was next week, and she was 
currently browsing at Macy’s for his present. 

What to get him, though? The man claimed he didn’t need 
or want anything but her. Which warmed her heart, but it 
didn’t help her at all right now. He never had been very 
good at accepting presents. Secretly, Angel thought he tried 
to ignore his birthday because it meant he got a little older. 
She laughed as she browsed the suits section of the store. 

Clothes were boring presents, though. No one liked getting 
clothes on their birthday. Birthdays and Christmas were 
special holidays that required special gifts. Gifts that meant 
something. She’d been agonizing over this for almost a 
month now and still had no idea what to get him. 

Sighing, she gave up and strolled outside. Spring in New 
York was a little chilly, but nothing like Boston, at least. She 
buttoned up her coat and tried to grab the attention of a 
cabbie. Angel refused to take her car out in this traffic. It was 
awful. She lived only about ten minutes away from 
downtown, anyway. Why would she subject her car to crazy 
drivers? Cabs were easier. 

A black SUV pulled up to the hotel across the street, and a 
man and a little boy got out. The woman who staggered out 


caught her attention. She wasn’t dressed like either of the 
previous two. In fact, if Angel hazarded a guess, the woman 
might be a hooker. Who in their right mind exposed a little 
kid to that? Not that she had anything against hookers. 
People had to eat and put a roof over their heads, after all. 
Angel didn’t think they should be shamed for doing what 
needed to be done to survive, but children didn’t need to 
see it either. 

Her phone buzzed again, and she glanced at it. The image 
of Lily Holmes, Nikoli’s fiancée, stared at her. This one she 
answered as she watched the people across the street. “Hey, 
Lily. What’s up?” 

“Nikoli is being an ass, that’s what’s up.” The irritation in 
the girl’s voice pulled a chuckle out of Angel. She and Lily 
had become very good friends over the last few months. 
Enough so that Lily or Angel would call each other when the 
brothers upset them and devise their punishments. 

“What did he do this time?” Angel almost yelled when she 
saw the little boy step closer to the curb. What the hell was 
wrong with people that they didn’t watch their kids on a 
busy street? 

“Called out of the blue, all growly, and told me to keep my 
ass in the apartment and not to go anywhere. Normally, | 
don’t mind when he wants to stay in. We have lots of fun, 
but it was the way he said it this time. Like | was some kind 
of trained animal who would obey without question. He’s 
never spoken to me like that before.” 

“Maybe something’s wrong?” Angel took several steps 
toward the little boy, some instinct bubbling up. He was too 
close to the edge of the sidewalk. Did his father not see him? 
“I’ve never heard him speak to a woman that way, even his 
one-night stands. He was never cold with them, just matter- 
of-fact.” 

“He’s a stupid ass, is what he is.” Lily paused and 
answered a question. 

“Where are you?” 


“At work. When the ass called and demanded | stay home, 
| went to work, even though | don’t need to be here today.” 

A car whizzed by so fast, she saw the wind of it ruffle the 
kid’s clothes. That was it. She sprinted across the street, 
prepared to give the little boy’s father a good tongue- 
lashing. She made it just as he stepped down off the curb 
and a car came barreling toward him. Angel grabbed him 
and dived toward the sidewalk, landing on her back to keep 
him from getting hurt. 

Green eyes stared down at her solemnly, his dark hair 
falling down to hide one. She gasped as she studied him just 
as intently. Strong jaw, eyes the shape of Kade’s, and Peter’s 
nose. She shook her head. No. She was only seeing what she 
wanted to see because he looked so much like Kade. It was 
what she imagined Matthew would look like, the baby she’d 
miscarried the day the police burst in and arrested her 
brother, Peter. Kade had been the arresting officer. 

This little boy was not Matthew. Her gut twisted at the 
words, and her body protested. The similarity to Kade was 
uncanny, and he had her eyes. The exact shade. But he 
wasn’t her baby. Her baby died before he was even born. 
Twenty weeks. Fetuses that small did not survive. 

He was not her baby. 

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” she asked, her hand coming 
up to stroke his hair. “Did you get hurt?” 

“Dios mio!” The little boy was lifted off her, and a hand 
thrust down to help her up. “Thank you, sefora!” 

She let the man pull her up, still unable to stop staring at 
the boy, who stood still and silent, his green eyes vacant. 
The bright curiosity of before had fled. What was wrong with 
him? “You should have been watching him. | saw him from 
across the street and barely made it over here in time.” 

“You are right, of course. | was on the phone and not 
watching. It’s a mistake | won’t make again.” 

Yeah, right, she thought sourly. He’d be back on his phone 
in five minutes, ignoring his son again. That was how men 


like him operated. She’d seen enough of his kind in the bar 
where she’d worked back in Boston. 

Angel looked up to give him the tongue-lashing he 
deserved, but she couldn’t get the words out. This man was 
looking at her like he knew her. He glanced from her to the 
boy and back again. Recognition sparked in his eyes, but it 
made no sense. She’d never met him. 

“Mateo, di gracias a la senora.” 

“Gracias, senora.” His voice was soft, but strong. It even 
held a hint of defiance. Her heart clenched. He looked so 
much like what she imagined her son would. Her eyes 
burned as the grief of losing her baby washed through her. 

“De nada,” she whispered. When the man put his hand on 
top of the child’s head, everything within her wanted to rip 
the boy away from him and scream, “Mine.” Stop it. He’s not 
yours. 

“Again, Senora...?” 

“Kincaid. Angel Kincaid.” 

“Senora Kincaid. Thank you for saving my son.” He gave 
her a smile and took the child’s hand, leading him into the 
hotel. 

It took everything she had not to follow them into the 
hotel and...and what? Was she seriously standing here 
considering kidnapping another man’s son just because he 
looked like Kade? Shaking her head, she looked around for 
her phone that had fallen when she dived for the little boy. It 
was over by one of the planters along the hotel sidewalk. 

Lily had not hung up. In fact, her tiny voice was squawking 
loudly. 

“Hey, I’m fine.” 

“What happened? One second you were there, and the 
next it looked like the phone was flying through the air.” 

“An idiot wasn’t watching his son, and | dived to get the 
little boy before the car hit him.” She rubbed her hip, which 
started to sting about the same time her back did. 

“Is he okay?” 


“Yeah, but his father is an ass who’s just going to go back 
to talking on the phone and not paying attention to his kid.” 

“That’s terrible. Some people don’t deserve kids.” 

“No, they don’t.” She glanced at the hotel entrance once 
more, before going back to hailing a cab. The instinct to find 
the little boy was so powerful, she dug her nails into her 
palms. 

“Are you Okay, Angel?” Lily’s question snapped her 
attention back to the phone. They were using FaceTime, so 
she wasn’t surprised at Lily’s concern. She couldn’t even 
imagine what her expression must look like. 

“Yeah, it’s just the little boy...” She shook her head and 
climbed into the taxi that came to a stop in front of her. She 
gave him the address. 

“The little boy?” Lily prompted when she didn’t say 
anything. 

Angel sighed, her heart breaking as they sped away from 
the hotel. Her stomach clenched, and her muscles tensed. 
This was not good. It had been a while since she’d let herself 
feel the grief of losing her son. She hadn’t even gotten to 
hold him. The hospital disposed of him as medical waste. 
Standard procedure, they told her. 

“It’s just that he looked so much like Kade.” A small smile 
tilted her lips as she remembered staring up into his green 
eyes. “His eyes were green, like mine, and | kid you not, Lily, 
he had my brother’s nose. He’s exactly what | pictured my 
own son would have looked like.” 

“Oh, honey.” 

“I'll be fine.” She brushed away a stray tear. “Sometimes 
the grief hits me when I’m not expecting it. | need to go 
home, take a hot bath, and ride it out.” 

“Is there anything | can do?” Lily asked, her expression 
soft and gentle. 

“No, but thank you. Now, back to Nik. If you want to come 
to my place instead of waiting there like the obedient little 
woman, you are more than welcome to. | could use the 


company, honestly.” This time a bath and a box of chocolate 
wasn’t going to get rid of the awful feeling rolling around in 
the pit of her stomach or the pain in her heart. She needed a 
distraction. 

“Ohh, | can do that. Meet you there in twenty?” 

“Perfect.” Angel said her goodbyes and closed FaceTime, 
trying to think about anything but the empty expression on 
the little boy’s face. It bothered her so much she started to 
twist her fingers, a nervous habit she’d picked up from Lily. 

By the time she reached her apartment, it felt like she 
couldn’t breathe. She paid the cabby and tried not to run on 
the way into her building. The elevator ride felt torturous. 
What was wrong with her? 

She managed to unlock the door without too much 
trouble, but her stomach decided to put its two cents in. 
Angel barely made it to the bathroom before she threw up. 
Her entire body shook. This was bad. How had seeing that 
child brought about this kind of a reaction? It made no 
sense. 

Panic attack. This had to be a panic attack. She’d never 
experienced them before, but what else could this be? 
Falling to the floor, she curled up and tried to calm down. It 
was going to be okay. Everything was going to be fine. 

The more she told herself that, the tenser and sicker she 
became. Dragging herself up, she swiped her phone off the 
sink and called Kade. Maybe hearing his voice would help. 

“Finally.” The growl that reached her ears brought tears to 
her eyes. “Why the fuck didn’t you answer your damn 
phone?” 

“Kade...” The words were barely a whisper, chock-full of 
tears. 

“Angel, what’s wrong? Are you hurt? Where are you?” 

“Home.” She tried to pull in air, but she strangled on it. 
“Come home, Kade. | need you.” Then she hung up, unable 
to deal with any more questions. 


The doorbell rang ten minutes later. Lily. Angel found she 
couldn’t move from her position on the bathroom floor. All 
she could see were those tiny green eyes boring into her 
own. Expressionless and as empty as a barren wasteland. 
Why did they look like that? 

“Angel?” 

Kade’s roar caused her tears to flow harder. If only he’d 
been able to see the little boy. He’d know what Matthew 
should have looked like. It wasn’t fair. 

Kade found his wife lying curled up in a fetal position on 
the floor, and terror gripped him. Was she sick, hurt? He 
rushed in and picked her up, carrying her to the bedroom. 
Lily stood in the doorway, eyes wide and concerned. He paid 
her no mind when she went into the bathroom. 

“What is it, moye serdste? Tell me.” He didn’t mean to 
sound so angry or demanding, but he was scared. He’d 
never seen her like this. 

She only cried harder. 

“Maybe it’s the little boy she saved.” Lily came out of the 
bathroom with a wet cloth. He took it and wiped Angel’s face 
as best he could. 

“Little boy?” he muttered as he wiped away the tears. 

“She said he looked like you with her eyes and her 
brother’s nose.” 

Kade’s head snapped up, and he stared at his future sister- 
in-law. “What?” 

“We were on the phone, and the little boy stepped out into 
traffic. His father wasn’t watching him, and Angel ran to 
save him. She said looking at him brought back her own 
grief at losing her son. Maybe this is a manifestation of that 
grief.” 

She saved a child who looked like him. That would do it. 
They’d been talking about their son recently, wondering if 
they might want to try to get pregnant again. Seeing a child 
who might look a little like him would definitely set her off. 


“I’m going to make a pot of coffee. Getting something hot 
into her might help.” 

“Thank you, Lily.” 

“No worries.” She smiled and left the room, closing the 
door behind her. He was grateful for the privacy. 

“Shh, baby, it’s okay.” He rocked Angel like a child as she 
sobbed. “I’m right here. It’s okay.” 

Kade wasn’t sure how long he sat there, holding her while 
she cried, but he was grateful when she finally spoke. Angel 
was scaring him. 

“He looked like Matthew.” 

Kade closed his eyes and pulled his own grief in tight. He 
couldn’t let it show, not right now. She needed him to be 
strong. 

“| know, baby.” 

“No, Kade, you don’t understand.” Her words were barely 
above a whisper, but he heard them. “He was a mirror image 
of you. My eyes. It’s what our son would have looked like.” 

“Honey, it’s because we’ve been talking about having 
another baby...” 

“No.” Angel pushed his arms away and stood. “He looked 
like Matthew. He was even around the same age as our child 
would have been. If you could have seen him...” She cleared 
her throat and dashed the tears away. “Everything in me 
said he was mine, Kade. Walking away was the hardest thing 
I’ve ever done. This isn’t grief, it’s my body telling me that 
child is mine, even though | know he isn’t. My son died.” 

Kade’s heart broke seeing the anguish on his wife’s face. 
“Angel, he’s not Matthew.” 

“Don’t you think | know that?” she railed. “My brain tells 
me it’s not him, but my heart says he is. Illogical, but my 
body is telling me it’s not illogical, that | need to go back 
and snatch him and never let him go. It makes no sense, but 
that’s how | feel. | had a panic attack when | left him with 
that bastard.” 


Kade took a deep breath and let it out. How was he going 
to argue with a mother’s instincts, wrong as they might be? 

“| know how insane | sound.” Her shoulders slumped. “If 
you had seen him, you’d understand. Everything in me says 
he’s mine, Kade. How do | ignore that?” 

“Baby.” He stood and wrapped her in his arms. “Il am so 
sorry you’re hurting, but he’s not ours.” 

“| know.” She shook with more sobs, and all he could do 
was hold her, helpless to do anything to take her pain away. 

“Why don’t you lie down and rest for a bit?” He led her 
over to her side of the bed and helped her with her shoes. 
Then he tucked a throw around her and sat with her until 
she cried herself to sleep. This was too much. He had to find 
a way to help her. 

He found Lily sitting at the bar in the kitchen, sipping a 
cup of coffee, pale and concerned. “How is she?” 

“I’ve never seen her this bad.” Granted, he hadn’t been 
there to see her in the days after Matthew and Peter died, 
but somehow he thought this was worse than that dark time. 
“Do you know where she was when she saw the kid?” 

“Macy’s, | think. Birthday shopping for you.” 

He winced. He’d told her not to bother, that he didn’t want 
any big fuss over his birthday, but she’d never listened to a 
word he said. 

Lily’s phone buzzed, and she made a face before muting 
it. “Dodging work?” 

“No, dodging your asinine brother. He ordered me to stay 
put, but he was mean about it.” 

“So, you came over here?” When she nodded, he pulled 
his phone out and called Nik. 

He picked up on the first ring, panicked. “I can’t find her, 
and she’s not answering...” 

“Calm down. She’s here.” 

“The fuck? Why the hell isn’t she answering her phone?” 

“| told you there’d be consequences for how you spoke to 
her.” He listened then nodded. “Yeah, yeah, I'll keep her here 


until you can come get her.” He ignored Lily’s outraged 
gasp. “See you soon, brat.” 

“Why...” 

He held up a hand before she could light into him. 
“There’s a lot going on, Lily. He’s trying to protect you, even 
if he went about it wrong. When the Kincaid men worry, we 
can sound angry and gruff, even hostile. It’s because we’re 
scared. You need to cut him some slack.” 

“Protect me from what?” Her blue eyes deepened with 
worry. Lily reminded him of Snow White with her blue eyes, 
alabaster skin, and black hair. Even her voice had this 
musical quality to it. He remembered how Nik had made fun 
of Snow White for being stupid enough to eat a poison apple 
from someone who obviously wasn’t trustworthy when he 
was a kid. Now he was engaged to a Snow White lookalike. 
Kade chuckled at the comparison. 

“What's so funny?” Lily’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. 

“Sorry, | was just thinking of something.” He poured 
himself a cup of coffee. “You and Angel will both be getting a 
protective detail until the threat is handled.” 

“Threat?” 

“A drug cartel | investigated when | worked in Miami.” He 
turned and leaned against the sink, sipping the coffee. 
“They could use you to get to me.” 

“| don’t understand.” 

Kade explained his past with the cartel and the present 
danger they were all in. He watched it sink in and grew 
alarmed when her already pale face went completely white. 

“Don’t worry, Lily, we will keep you safe.” 

Before she could respond, they heard the key in the lock, 
and then the door slammed against the wall. Nikoli stormed 
in and stopped inches from Lily. He looked mad enough to 
wring her neck, but he didn’t touch her. Lily had a phobia 
about being touched. No matter how upset Nik might get, he 
always put her first, which meant giving her time to realize 


what he was about to do. According to his brother, her fear 
wasn’t nearly as bad as it used to be, though. 

She took a steady breath and gave him a half smile. Nikoli 
wasted no time grabbing her, hugging her so tight it looked 
like he might choke the air out of her lungs. 

“Lily Bells, | swear to God, if you ever do that to me again, 
| will...shit, | don’t know what the hell I’ll do. Just, please, for 
fuck’s sake, don’t do that to me again.” 

“I’m sorry,” she murmured when he let her move enough 
to breathe. “I didn’t know what was going on. You should 
have told me before you summarily decided to go all 
caveman.” 

Nikoli let out a breath so hard, her hair fluttered. Kade 
watched him swallow his irritation. His little brother had a 
thing about authority. He might get away with that in Lily’s 
bed, but she sure as hell wasn’t letting him act like a 
domineering asshole outside the bedroom. 

“| mean it, Nikoli.” She pushed away from him far enough 
to look him in the eyes. “I will not be spoken to like that. 
Ever. For any reason.” 

“Fuck. I’m sorry, dushka.” He kissed her forehead, almost 
reverently. “I was scared...and...” 

“And Kade explained it to me,” she interrupted. “You get a 
pass this time, but never again.” 

Kade broke in before the heat pouring off them scorched 
the walls. “Now that that’s settled, Nik, have you put in the 
call for more security?” 

“Yes, Blackhawk Security will provide us with six men. 
Three more will be heading to Becca on the next flight to 
Chicago. They should arrive at your offices in about an 
hour.” His arms tightened around Lily, his face fierce. “No 
one is going to get near our women.” 

“You head home, and I'll go to the office as soon as 
Watkins gets here.” Kade rubbed his forehead, the migraine 
blooming enough to make him wince. 


“Where’s Angel?” Nik frowned, looking around. Took him 
long enough to realize his sister-in-law wasn’t in the room. 

“She got upset earlier and had a bit of an episode. She’s 
sleeping now.” 

“Episode? What...” 

“Lily can tell you about it on the way home. | have some 
calls to make, so I’m throwing you out.” He didn’t want to 
get into how Angel reacted to the child until he could wrap 
his head around it himself. He’d call Dr. Horn. The therapist 
might know how to help her. He’d gotten her through the 
worst of her fears from being kidnapped and tortured, or at 
least shown her how to emotionally handle them. 

Once Nik left and he checked his voicemail, he went back 
to their bedroom. She was still sound asleep, her vibrant red 
hair splayed out behind her on the pillow. His Angel looked 
pale and haunted, even in sleep. 

How the fuck was he supposed to help her? 
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Juan tossed his keys and wallet onto the small desk in the 
hotel room, his mind running a thousand miles a minute. Did 
she know? How could she, though? She thought the boy was 
dead. Hell, Juan had been surprised the kid survived. 
Children born at twenty weeks were not viable, but Mateo 
had defied death. It was why Juan agreed to train him. Even 
as an infant, he’d had the strength of will most adults 
lacked. That strength would serve the boy well in the cartel. 

He told his whore to get into bed. Mateo sat quietly on the 
couch, staring straight ahead. Juan tossed him the iPad to 
keep him occupied while he was busy. Then he pulled out his 
phone and called Tomas. 

“Juan, my friend. | trust New York is handled?” The jovial 
voice belied the murderous bastard it belonged to. Tomas 
ran the cartel because he was ruthless and not afraid to 
punish those who disobeyed or turned disloyal. He’d seen 
him cut the fingers off a four-year-old and feed them to her 
father once. The man was insane. 

“Si, Tomas. The issue has been resolved, but | have other 
news to report.” 

He kept his tone serious to alert his boss of the gravity of 
the situation. The man had a hard-on for Kincaid. Tomas’s 
little brother had been killed in the raid Kincaid led down in 
Miami. It garnered him a death sentence, and Tomas had 


stolen his child from him just as Miguel had been taken from 
Tomas. 

“Speak.” 

The coldness in that one word sent shivers racing over his 
skin. Juan was an evil bastard, but Tomas scared him. “I ran 
into an old friend. Angelique Kincaid.” 

“Kincaid.” Tomas went from cold to downright scary. “1 
thought they separated.” 

“That was the last intelligence we had. She moved to 
Boston, and he was in Atlanta. Sometime between then and 
now, they reconnected.” 

“And they are in New York?” 

“She is. | am not sure of Kade.” 

“Find out. And, Juan?” 
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“| want them alive. Both of them. And bring the boy to 
me.” 

“Of course.” 

Juan hung up the phone and looked at the child. He was 
playing a game and not paying attention to the 
conversation, but he had no idea his parents were being 
discussed. Juan felt a twinge of something like fear run 
through him. Tomas would use Mateo to torture his parents. 
He’d brutalize the kid before killing him in front of Kincaid. 
Juan had put distance between him and the boy over the 
years, but he had cared for him all this time. If he had to be 
the one to butcher him, it wouldn’t be as easy as his other 
marks. He might not love the kid, but he was responsible for 
him. 

He’d butcher him in the end, but he wouldn't enjoy it. 

Sighing, he left Mateo to his game and went to find his 
whore. 


— 


Kade shut off his laptop and leaned back. He’d left Angel 
over an hour ago in the trustworthy hands of Watkins to 
parcel out assignments to the security team Nikoli acquired 
for them. He’d pulled another of their men, Max Sheridon, to 
watch Lily until Able could be pulled from a security detail 
for a pop singer in town. She was one of their bigger clients, 
So Kade was hesitant to upset her. She knew Able and 
trusted him, even though he wasn’t who they usually put on 
bodyguard detail. Kade still wasn’t sure why the man was 
assigned to her every time she called. He’d make a note to 
ask Viktor about that. 

He’d called Watkins earlier, and Angel was still sound 
asleep. Her breakdown had taken a lot out of her. The doctor 
hadn’t returned his call yet either, but it was the weekend, 
and the man probably didn’t return non-urgent medical 
messages. While that was all well and good, it left Kade ina 
bad spot. It drove him nuts not being able to help Angel. It 
fucking killed him. 

“| thought you went home.” 

Kade looked up to see Dylan lounging in the doorway. It 
was Saturday evening. What the hell was he doing here? 

“I’m waiting on some information for a case. Why are you 
here?” 

Kade pinched the bridge of his nose and let out a sigh. The 
man was uncanny. There might be a psychic bone in his 


body somewhere, hidden behind all the badassedness. 

“Nik hired extra security for the girls. | met them here and 
gave them their assignments.” Kade rolled his neck, wincing 
when so many bones popped and cracked. Damn, he felt old. 

“Why do you still look like hell?” Dylan wandered in and 
plopped down in one of the chairs across from his desk. 
“They're protected now.” 

“Angel had a bit of a breakdown.” Kade explained that 
they’d lost their son and about the boy she’d seen at the 
store. “Lily said it might be a physical manifestation of her 
grief, and | called the fucking shrink, but he hasn’t called me 
back. | don’t know how to help her.” 

Dylan was silent for a long moment before finally leaning 
back in his chair. “My daughter died in a car accident. Black 
ice. My wife survived, but she couldn’t come to terms with 
the fact she lived and Holly didn’t. Grief can do all sorts of 
things to you. She ended up taking her own life, so | get how 
worried you are.” 

“I’m sorry. | didn’t know about your family.” 

Dylan shrugged it off, but the tortured look in his eyes 
remained. Grief never truly went away. “I don’t make a habit 
of telling people. I’m only talking to you because | don’t 
want your wife to get so depressed over this it drives her to 
do something she normally wouldn't. | like Angel. She’s a 
Spitfire.” 

“That she is.” A smile tugged at Kade’s lips despite how 
worried he was. “I just wish | knew how to help her.” 

“Maybe it’s as simple as showing her who the boy belongs 
to;” 

“What do you mean?” Kade sat up, intrigued. 

“| can do some investigating and find out who his parents 
are. Shouldn’t take more than a few hours.” 

“| don’t know his name. Angel didn’t get it either.” 

“You know what hotel it is?” 

“The one across the street from Macy’s.” Could it be that 
simple? Show her who his parents were and make her 


understand the kid wasn’t theirs? 

“| know it. The head concierge over there is a friend of 
mine. He’ll be able to tell me who they are. It’s easy after 
that. I’ll call you later tonight once | have the information.” 

“Thanks, man. You don’t know how much | appreciate 
this.” 

“| do, because | wish someone had been there to help Lisa. 
I'll do what | can for your wife.” Dylan didn’t say anything 
else and left to start digging into the mystery man and his 
son. 

Kade grabbed his keys and locked his office, heading 
home. Typically, he’d walk, as it was only a few blocks away. 
He and Viktor decided to find places as close to their 
business as possible since they would potentially have 
clients staying in the brownstone. It was why they chose the 
building over some modern office building. There were 
bedrooms upstairs and a full kitchen downstairs for guests to 
use as well as the staff. 

The security system Mason, their youngest brother, had 
installed was top-notch. He knew computers almost as well 
as Nikoli did. He liked to try his hand at hacking too. That 
was why Viktor was trying to move Mason into the business. 
He and Kade both feared their little brother would do 
something that landed him in jail. At least, working with 
them, his hacking would only be at the request of the client, 
and they’d have permission to hack private work products. 

His car was parked in the small lot right behind the 
building. Kade glanced around, nervous for the first time in 
years. No one seemed to be watching, but you never really 
knew. He hurried to the SUV as quickly as he could and 
breathed a sigh of relief once he closed the driver’s door. 

He started to turn the ignition but paused, another old fear 
coming back to haunt him. The cartel—or any major drug 
syndicate, for that matter—was a fan of car bombs. What if 
they’d found him and had hidden a bomb under the vehicle 
tied to the ignition, or worse, under the seat? Those were 


dangerous. They armed when you sat down and exploded 
when you moved your weight off the trigger. 

Fuck. 

He’d put all this shit behind him, and now he had to go 
back to those days of constant worry and vigilance. Worse, 
he’d involved his family and put Angel at risk. Fuck, fuck, 
fuck. 

He called Dylan to come out and sweep the vehicle for 
bombs. They both agreed it would be a good idea to 
increase security at the office, including a thorough 
walkthrough of anyone’s vehicle before they left. Los 
Muertos was too dangerous to leave any detail to chance. 

Once he was clear, he drove the short distance home and 
found Watkins drinking a cup of coffee in the kitchen. 

“The boys got here a few minutes ago. | set one up in the 
lobby and one at the end of the hall. The third is outside, 
watching.” 

Kade nodded his thanks and went in search of Angel. She 
wasn’t in the bedroom, but the bathroom door was closed. 
He found her in the bath, soaking. She still looked pale, but 
at least her eyes weren’t so wild. 

“ni” 

She looked up, startled, but gave him a small smile. “Hi.” 

“Feeling better?” He tossed off his jacket and got down on 
his knees beside the tub, his hand tracing the outline of her 
face. 

“Yes.” Her voice came out husky, and he tamped down 
every lustful thought he had. She needed be taken care of 
now, not fucked. “I don’t know why | reacted like that...” 

“It’s okay, moye serdste.” He cupped her cheek. “I’m just 
sorry you’re in pain.” 

She rubbed her cheek against his palm, almost purring 
like a kitten. Her and those cat eyes. Right now, she 
reminded him of a small kitten, hurt, lost, and confused. 

Angel let Kade’s calming presence soothe her battered 
nerves. Her body still ached the same way it had when she’d 


woken up with the news her son died and was told he’d been 
disposed of. It was a pain that never lessened, only retreated 
to the darkest depths of her soul. The little boy brought that 
pain roaring back to the forefront of her thoughts, and she 
couldn’t make it go away. 

She hurt. 

“Why is Jasper here?” Distraction had always been the key 
to managing her grief. 

The guarded look that flashed in Kade’s eyes caused her 
to sit up straight. What was going on? 

“| had hoped to be back before you woke up.” He reached 
for the washcloth and soap. “There’s a situation.” 

“Situation?” She let him push her back into the water as 
he soaped up the cloth. Kade picked up one hand out of the 
water and began to gently wash it, sweeping up her arm and 
ending at her shoulder. The simple motion was erotic as hell, 
and she had a suspicion that was his goal. 

“Los Muertos.” He swiped the cloth over her collarbone 
and up the side of her neck, eliciting a moan and a gasp. 

The fear that came a second later overpowered everything 
else. The same cartel that had killed her brother. All the 
desire she’d been feeling fled, replaced by a cold numbness. 

“| had Dylan look into the situation in Miami to see if it was 
safe for us to go.” 

“And we can’t go.” She slumped, her pain driving deep. 
Her one bright spot was being able to go say goodbye to her 
brother, and now she couldn’t even do that. 

“No, but there’s more.” 

“More?” He sounded harsh, and it brought her gaze up to 
study his expression. Anger vibrated in his black eyes, but 
she knew it wasn’t directed at her. “How can there be more? 
What do they want?” 

“Me.” That one word sent chills ghosting along her skin. 

“Over my dead body.” They’d taken her son and her 
brother. She’d be damned if they took her husband too. 

“Easy, kitonya.” 


“Don’t easy me, Kincaid. Tell me what’s going on.” She 
pushed his hands away and stood, grabbing the towel as she 
did. He tried to take it from her, but she knew if he did, 
they’d just end up in bed. “No. We are going to talk about 
this.” 

He rolled his eyes but stood and wandered into the 
bedroom. The fear came rushing back, pushing the anger 
aside for a moment. These people were dangerous. Everyone 
in Miami knew you didn’t fuck with them, but still, they’d 
been raided before. Most arrests never stuck. What made 
Kade different from any other undercover cop? The thought 
of them getting their hands on Kade terrified her. She’d only 
just found him again. They couldn’t take him from her, not 
after everything she’d lost. 

They just couldn’t. 

Sighing, Angel dried off. Ten minutes later, dressed in her 
flannel pajamas, she marched into the bedroom, determined 
to be strong. She wasn’t that same nineteen-year-old kid 
with stars in her eyes. She was a strong woman who 
survived the death of her brother, her child, and suffered at 
the hands of a criminally insane psychopath. She’d handle 
this too. 

Kade watched her storm into the room, those cat eyes 
glowing with fire. It tilted his lips in a smile. That was his 
Angel, prepared to fight to the death for the person she 
loved. He just hoped she’d never be put into a position to do 
that again. 

He was sprawled out, and she sat cross-legged on the foot 
of the bed. He snorted. She knew better than to get closer. 
He’d distract her with sex. 

Arching her eyebrow, she simply waited for him to start 
talking. It was very reminiscent of his mother’s inquisition 
techniques. 

“| thought they would have forgotten about me by now, or 
at least moved on. What happened was the cost of business. 
Tomas Rivera should understand that.” 


“What happened, Kade? It’s got to be more than the raid.” 

“Miguel Rivera died in the raid. | shot him. He pulled a gun 
and started shooting. | had no choice. | had to protect myself 
and the men with me. I’d never killed anyone before, and | 
didn’t even really think about it until days later. By then, I’d 
lied to you and gone to Atlanta. He couldn’t have been more 
than sixteen. His face still haunts my dreams sometimes.” 

“Oh, Kade...” 

He held up his hand to stop her sympathy. “I took a boy’s 
life. | need to remember and accept the guilt that comes 
with that. Anyone who takes a life needs to understand 
exactly what that death means. Was it necessary? Yes. He 
would have killed me or my men. | had a responsibility to 
protect them, but at the same time, | have a responsibility to 
Miguel. | will always remember that day and what | cost his 
family. It’s made me a better cop. | haven’t killed another 
person since that night because | find ways to honor his 
death by not killing.” 

“Was he...was he related to this Tomas?” 

Kade nodded, folding his hands behind his head and 
staring up at the ceiling. Odd how he’d never noticed the 
swirl pattern in the texture around the ceiling fan. It was 
only in that one spot. 

“Tomas Rivera used to be the second in command of the 
cartel. Miguel was his little brother.” 

“Shit.” 

“In a nutshell, Angel girl, we’re fucked if he knows we’re in 
New York.” 

“How could he know?” 

“Dylan said the cartel moved into the city spring of last 
year. Even if they don’t know it yet, they will. The company 
deals with a lot of different jobs. Chances are we’re going to 
run into the drug dealers, and since the hit is still out on me, 
Los Muertos will find out.” 

“What if we leave? Go to Europe or something.” 


His laugh was hollow. “It won’t help. My brothers are here, 
Angel. The cartel will pick them off one by one to get to me. 
Tomas knows | won't sacrifice my family to hide from his 
wrath. He may have been focused on gaining control and 
expanding the cartel, but he never forgot what | did.” 

Her head dropped into her hands. “What are we going to 
do?” 

“Fuck if | Know.” He sat up and hauled her into his lap, 
needing to touch her. Images of what Tomas would do to her 
tormented her. Feeling her safe and sound in his arms 
calmed him enough to think rationally. “But no one is going 
to touch you, Lily, or Becca. | Swear it.” 

“Lily...” Her eyes widened as realization dawned. “They’d 
hurt her or even Becca?” 

“Lily belongs to Nik and Becca to Dimitri, so to Tomas, 
they’re fair game.” 

Angel tucked herself into Kade’s side, laying her head on 
his chest. He looked like a lost little boy. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Nothing to be sorry for, moye serdste.” He wrapped an 
arm around her and hugged her tight. “None of this is your 
fault. It’s mine. I’ve gone and dragged you right back into 
the lair of the monster | walked away to protect you from. I’m 
the one who's sorry.” 

She leaned up so she could look him in the eyes. “First, 
that was just plain stupid. You made me think you didn’t 
love me or the nugget. | thought we were only a means to an 
end. A way to get into Peter’s good graces. | spent six years 
with that, Kade. You should have told me the truth from the 
start, and we could have grieved our son’s death together.” 

His dark eyes turned pitch black, his own grief pooling in 
the obsidian depths. Angel knew he still blamed himself for 
Matthew’s death, but she didn’t. Maybe one day he’d realize 
it wasn’t his fault. He had no way to know the police 
bursting through the door would startle her badly enough to 
fall down the stairs. 


“Second, you didn’t drag me into that world. Peter did, 
whether he meant to or not. He had drug dealers and God 
only knows who else in and out of the house while | was 
growing up. Don’t blame yourself for something my brother 
started.” 

He cupped her face and ran his thumb over her lips to 
shut her up. “I love you, moye serdste.” 

That stopped her tirade like nothing else could. “I love you 
too.” 

He pulled her head down and kissed her so gently, it stole 
her breath. “You're fucking perfect, Angel, you know that?” 

Instead of answering, she kissed him again. She was 
terrified about tomorrow, but she couldn’t control what 
tomorrow would bring. This? Tonight? She could show him 
how much she loved him. Angel had a feeling her husband 
needed this as much as she did. 

He deepened the kiss, and that fire caught in her belly, 
flaming outward, the heat consuming every cell in her body. 
She let herself get lost in the fire, not caring that Jasper 
could probably hear them. Kade rolled her, and she groaned 
when he sat up, straddling her. 

“Fucking flannel, Angel?” He quirked an eyebrow as he 
leaned down and started to pop one button at a time on the 
top. Each flick revealed more and more, the cool air of the 
ceiling fan stroking her heated flesh. 

She laughed at his expression. “You know you like my 
flannel. Admit it, Kincaid.” 

“Mmm hmmm...” He leaned down and licked the exposed 
skin between her breasts, sending shivers racing through 
her. The sensation of his wet tongue against her skin pulled 
a moan from deep within her. He pushed her shirt to the 
side, revealing her nipples, which were already begging for 
attention. He blew across the exposed tip, and she arched 
up, enticing his lips to taste it. He only chuckled and sat up, 
popping more buttons. 

“Kade.” God, did she really sound that whiny? 


“Shush.” He shimmied down her legs and gripped the 
edges of her pajama bottoms. “I’m busy.” Then he jerked the 
material, pulling her panties down with them. She let out a 
hiss, not expecting the harsh movement when he’d teased 
her just a few seconds before. It didn’t frighten her but made 
the fires flash hotter under her skin. 

He flipped her, pulling her up, so her knees were 
positioned on the bed, baring her ass to his gaze. “Don’t 
move.” 

Angel twisted her head and watched him walk into the 
bathroom. What the hell was he up to? When he came back 
a few minutes later, he was whistling. Whistling. Her eyes 
narrowed. He looked far too pleased with himself. 

He set the towel he carried on the bed behind her. He had 
to go and put it out of her field of vision, didn’t he? The 
sound of his pants dropping distracted her enough to bring 
her gaze back to his now very naked body. Kade stripped 
bare had always done her in. Tonight was no different. His 
muscles rippled as he moved, and her mouth watered, 
visions of running her tongue along those very tight abs... 

He slapped her ass, and she yelped. Glaring, she opened 
her mouth to yell, but he put a finger to her lips. “You were 
zoning out, Angel girl. None of that.” 

Holy hell, the expression on his face as he gazed down at 
her. If she could bottle it, women would never leave the 
comfort of their bedrooms and their toys. The man was pure 
sin. 

He grinned wolfishly and slid onto the bed behind her, his 
hands gripping her cheeks and massaging them. He worked 
each muscle until she sighed with satisfaction. His hands 
were liquid sex. 

“You're leaking, Angel.” 

She already knew that. She’d been leaking since he 
stripped. 

He slid two fingers inside her, and she clenched them 
tight, her walls refusing to give them up. Fuck, she needed... 


He pulled them out and slammed them high and hard 
inside her. 

That. That was what she needed. She sagged against the 
bed, her thighs vibrating with tension. When he did it again, 
she couldn’t stop the cry it forced out of her. 

“Jasper...he’s in...” 

“Fuck Jasper.” Kade leaned down and swiped at the liquid 
seeping around his fingers with his tongue. “Let him listen.” 

He didn’t give her time to respond because he set up a 
hard, steady rhythm with his fingers, pulling sounds out of 
her she didn’t know she could make. 

Kade took pleasure in watching her come apart around his 
fingers, listening to her cries. He was so hard it was a 
physical pain, but he refused to rush this. He had plans that 
were going to blow both their minds. 

His phone rang, the sound muffled. He glanced at his 
pants then at his woman. The phone could wait. She was 
close. He could feel it in the tightening of her muscles. He 
didn’t want her coming on his fingers though. He just 
needed his fingers soaking wet. 

He pulled his fingers out and slid inside her in the next 
second, slamming into her. Her back arched off the mattress, 
and he pushed her back down with one hand, riding her. She 
pushed against him, pleading incoherently for release, but 
he refused. He kept up a slow, hard rhythm. Sweat rolled off 
his skin, mixing with hers. Using his free hand, he parted her 
ass cheeks and ran his middle finger over her anus. Angel 
bucked harder beneath him. 

“Easy, moye serdste.” He slid his middle finger in knuckle 
deep, and the guttural scream that ripped out of her as she 
came all over him gave him a sense of pride like nothing 
else. He kept up the steady pumping while mirroring the 
motion with his finger in her ass until she collapsed beneath 
him, spent. He chuckled at the boneless feel of her as he 
draped his body over hers, still buried deep inside. 


“You're going to kill me.” The strangled whisper barely 
reached his ears. 

They both stilled at the loud knock on the door. Watkins 
was going to fucking die. “What?” 

“Dylan’s here and wants to speak with you.” 

“Tell the fucker I’ll see him in the morning at the office.” 
His cock twitched in agreement. They had a very long night 
ahead of them. 

“Kincaid, get your ass out here. | don’t care what shit is 
going on in there. This is important.” 

He let his head drop in the hollow of Angel’s shoulder. 
Fuck, fuck, fuck. “I’m sorry.” 

“Tell Dylan | am going to twist his balls until they go blue 
and fall off.” Angel winced a little when he pulled out of her. 

Kade stood and covered her with the same throw he had 
earlier and then pulled on his pants. “I'll be back as quick as 
| can.” Kade shot his wife one last longing look then stalked 
out into the living room, ready to beat the shit out of Dylan. 

The look on the man’s face shriveled up every ounce of 
anger in his body. 

“Office.” Dylan didn’t wait for a reply, but instead made a 
beeline for Kade’s home office. 

Kade followed him, his fear rolling back full force, as he 
braced himself for whatever had Dylan looking like death 
who came a-knocking and didn’t leave emptyhanded. 


Chee Ow 
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Dylan paced the room like a caged cat, ready to strike as 
soon as he was offered freedom. Kade had never seen him 
like this. Granted, Viktor knew him better, but still, it was 
odd behavior for the man. 

“What happened?” 

Dylan stopped pacing long enough to scowl at him. “Give 
me a minute. This is serious shit. | need to calm down long 
enough to explain it.” 

That didn’t sound at all good. Had something happened to 
one of their clients? Was any of their team injured? These 
and a dozen other questions waited on the tip of his tongue, 
but he kept quiet. Dylan would speak when he was ready. 
Kade had gotten no panicked texts or voicemails, so he 
hoped it wasn’t as serious as he feared. 

Several minutes later, Dylan finally sank into one of the 
office chairs, giving Kade a sense of déja vu from earlier this 
afternoon. The folder in his hands was bunched and looked 
the worse for wear. 

“| went to see my contact over at the hotel.” 

Kade’s spine stiffened. He thought this was about one of 
their open cases, not the child. He hadn’t expected results 
on that for at least a few days. 

“| have pictures.” He thrust the file folder at Kade, who 
took it grudgingly. 

Carefully, Kade opened the file and stared at photos of the 
child, taken from several angles. Dylan must have taken 


them on his phone and printed them off. The tilt of the 
child’s head in one photo caught his attention. It reminded 
him so much of Nik when he was this age it felt like someone 
had just sucker punched him. All the breath went out of him 
as he studied the child. 

Angel was right. This is exactly what Matthew would have 
looked like, right down to his mother’s eyes. 

“...1 don’t...how...” 

“It’s a lot, | know.” Dylan let out a slow breath. “It could be 
coincidence.” 

“It has to be.” Kade gripped the picture of the boy staring 
straight at the camera, Angel’s cat eyes jumping off the 
page. He didn’t know what to say, to think, to feel. His gut 
twisted, everything inside of him urging him to get up and 
go look at the boy for himself. Just to assure his heart what 
his mind knew. This was not Matthew. 

“Chucky told me the child’s name is Mateo Ramirez. His 
father is Juan Ramirez.” 

The name tickled a memory in the back of Kade’s mind, 
but he shoved it aside as he stared at the photo gripped so 
tightly in his hand, it might disintegrate. 

“| got so many good photos of the kid because they were 
on their way to the airport, heading back to Miami. If I'd 
been ten minutes later, I’d never have seen him.” 

Kade’s head swiveled up to stare at Dylan, his mind going 
blank for a second as the shock seeped in. “Miami?” 

Dylan nodded, a cold and deadly tint to his eyes. “Are you 
sure your son died?” 

The question startled him so much, he lost his grip on the 
photo, and it fluttered to the desktop. Of course, he was sure 
Matthew died. The baby hadn’t been viable at twenty weeks. 
It was impossible. 

“The doctor told me...” 

“| don’t care what the doctor said. Did you see him? 
Physically hold him?” 


“No,” Kade whispered, his voice rough and hoarse. “The 
placenta ripped, and he was stillborn. They told me babies 
that small almost never lived.” 

“That’s true enough, but did you see him?” 

Kade closed his eyes aS memories of that day rushed him. 
God, he hadn’t thought about this in so long. Almost seven 
years later, and it still hurt as much as it did the day the 
doctor uttered the words “I’m sorry.” 

“Kade.” Dylan spat his name like a drill sergeant, and it 
forced Kade to pull himself out of his own grief. 

“What?” 

“Did you see your son?” 

“No. The doctor said they disposed of fetuses that small as 
medical waste. Hospital policy.” 

“That’s a fucking lie. No hospital is going to dispose of 
your child before you have the chance to see him and 
decide what you want to do.” 

“Jenkins, how would you know what is and what is not 
hospital policy?” 

“Everyone in my family except me is in the medical field, 
from neurosurgeons to nurses. Trust me when | tell you they 
fed you a load of horseshit. Now, what hospital was he born 
in?” 

“St. Albans in Miami.” 

Kade watched as Dylan took out his phone and tapped a 
few things, then he put it on speaker for them to both to 
hear. 

“St. Albans Regional Medical Center. How may | direct your 
call?” The girl’s voice was young and chipper. 

“| need to speak with someone on staff who could help me 
understand the policy regarding premature births.” 

“| can transfer you to OB. Someone there should be able to 
help you. One moment, please.” 

The sound of nondescript music floated over the line while 
they were transferred. The next woman who spoke sounded 


older. “This Kathy in the birthing center. How can | help 
you?” 

“Hi, Kathy. This is Dylan Jenkins. My wife and | are going to 
be in town this week. I’m concerned about her going into 
premature labor, but we are meeting a neonatal surgeon. If 
something should happen and our little girl were delivered 
too early, what is your policy on dealing with her afterward?” 

“How many weeks along is your wife?” Kathy asked. 

“Twenty weeks. If we had any other choice, we wouldn’t 
even be driving down there, but...” 

“Yes, Mr. Jenkins, | completely understand your worry. 
Should your daughter be born and not survive, you and your 
wife would have as much time as you wanted with her, and 
then we’d help make you any arrangements necessary for 
her.” 

Dylan shot an I-told-you-so look at him, and Kade’s hands 
fisted, the knuckles turning white. Rage vibrated in every 
muscle. Those lying bastards. 

“This has always been your policy?” Dylan asked quietly. “1 
had a friend tell me some of the hospitals in Florida have the 
right to dispose of the bodies as medical waste.” 

The outraged gasp that left the nurse told them both what 
they needed to know. 

“No, sir. That has never been our policy, and I’d like to see 
someone try to do that to a child on my watch. You and your 
wife will be in good hands, should you need us. Let’s hope 
that’s not the case, though.” 

“Thank you, Kathy, for all your time. You’ve definitely put 
my mind at ease.” 

“Of course, Mr. Jenkins. Is there anything else | can help 
you with?” 

“No, that’s all | needed.” He told her goodbye and tossed 
the phone on his desk. “Kade, | don’t know if he’s yours or 
not, but | think it’s worth looking into. That boy is the 
spitting image of you and Nikoli.” 


“He was too small.” Kade shook his head, trying to clear 
the rage enough to think rationally. 

“Babies that small can sometimes survive, Kincaid.” Dylan 
sat back, thinking. “It is possible.” 

“But why?” Kade heard the small cry that left him, flinched 
at the pain and vulnerability in it. “Why would anyone steal 
a child who most likely wouldn’t have survived more than a 
few days, a week at best?” He’d done his research after he’d 
left Miami. Matthew was still just a fetus until twenty-four 
weeks, not even classified as a child. How could he have 
survived? And why would someone have taken him—lied to 
Kade and Angel? 

“Ramirez works for Los Muertos.” 

The cartel. Kade went cold inside. He killed Tomas’s 
brother. Maybe Tomas took the one person he loved more 
than anyone from him because he’d done the same to 
Tomas. Tomas raised his little brother, would have thought of 
Miguel as more of a son than a sibling. Tomas would have 
taken Matthew. 

“Why would they take my son, give him all the medical 
attention he needed, and then not use him against me? 
Why?” 

“Patience has always been their strong suit. If it is your 
son, then he’s their ace in the hole. The best weapon they 
can ever have against you.” 

“But how can we know if he’s mine?” Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
What was he supposed to do? “You said they were going 
back to Miami. Have they left yet? Can we stop them?” 

“Yes, they’ve left already, but even if they hadn’t, there’s 
nothing we could have done. It’s not like we could have 
snuck into the airport and snatched the kid. TSA would have 
detained us for hours while they escaped to Miami and then 
to God knows where.” 

“Fuck.” 

“We're not completely screwed.” He dug into his pocket 
and pulled out several small plastic baggies, their contents 


ranging from hair to straws. “Chucky is a good friend. He let 
me into their room, and | collected some samples out of the 
sink. | even got a kid’s toothbrush they must have left 
behind in their rush to leave. DNA, my friend, DNA.” 

DNA. The one thing that could prove if all this was 
coincidence or they’d stolen his son from him, letting him 
and Angel believe the boy was dead all these years. “What 
do you need from me?” 

“A strand of hair and a mouth swab. | already put a call in 
to a lab where a friend owes me a favor. He can get you 
results within twenty-four hours once | get this to him.” 
Dylan handed over another small baggie, and Kade 
obligingly plucked out a strand of hair. Then he swabbed his 
cheek and put it into the container Dylan handed him. 

“What the fuck do | tell Angel?” 

Dylan scowled. “Tell her nothing until we know for sure if 
this is your son.” 

“Matthew,” Kade muttered. “His name was Matthew.” 

“My daughter’s name was Molly.” Dylan stood and 
repocketed all the baggies. “I’m a little worried about Angel. 
If Ramirez recognized her, that could be the reason he went 
back to Miami so fast.” 

“And the cartel will Know where we are,” Kade finished for 
him. Dammit. 

“I've already called everyone in for a meeting in the 
morning. We'll figure this out.” 

“Do you know how they teach their enemies to fear 
them?” Kade gripped the edge of the desk, the need to 
overturn it strong, just to vent some of his rage. “Not 
knowing where we were could have kept Matthew safe all 
this time. If they suspect anything, they will butcher him 
and mail pieces to us. He’s only six years old.” 

“We'll need all the military we have on staff for this 
operation. We can’t pull Viktor from his assignment. 
Woman ’s ex likes to beat his wife and kid. From what he told 
me last night, the man is dangerous.” 


“I'll call Conner.” Conner was Viktor’s twin and had spent 
more time in the military than Viktor. He was part of a 
special forces unit in the Marines. 

“Conner’s a cold bastard. He’ll do.” 

As much as Kade wanted to deny it, it was true. His 
brother, once the most fun-loving of them all, now had a 
darkness none of them could pierce. Something happened 
to him during his time in Afghanistan, something he couldn’t 
or wouldn’t talk about. It worried them, but right now, Kade 
needed that cold motherfucker. 

If that boy was Matthew, God help anyone who got in his 
way. 
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Angel yawned and rolled over, automatically reaching for 
Kade, but he wasn’t there. He’d come to bed well after three 
in the morning. When she’d checked on him around 
midnight, he was on the phone, talking in hushed tones, and 
she’d assumed there was something going on with one of 
the Kincaid Security & Investigations clients. 

Memories of yesterday tried to overwhelm her, and she 
resolutely pushed them down. Yesterday had been one of 
the worst days she’d experienced since Matthew died, and 
she refused to let that happen today. No. Today she was 
closing on the building where her new bar would be located. 
She’d seriously considered making it a strip club just to piss 
Kade off. 

She’d been a stripper when they first met, a fact Angel 
was proud of. She’d made good money and even better 
friends. Kade, on the other hand, despised men leering at 
her as she danced. It was one of the few things they’d ever 
really fought about. 

Maybe one day she would open a few strip clubs, 
providing day or night care for the kids those moms worked 
hard to feed and keep roofs over their heads. It was 
something she’d always thought about. The place she 
worked, the owner had been an ass, firing any dancer who 
couldn’t come in because of not finding a sitter. 


She’d planned on quitting. Men did not pay to see 
pregnant strippers, but then the baby died. Peter...Angel 
shook her head and got up. Not dwelling on the past today. 
There was too much to do. 

Taking a shower and brushing her teeth, she got dressed 
and went to find her missing husband. Their priest had 
called yesterday to ask if they planned on renewing their 
vows now that they’d been forgiven for their sins of adultery 
and finished counseling. Not that she was the one in trouble. 
She had no idea her marriage with Kade was real and lived 
her life thinking she’d been duped. There had been a few 
relationships. Nothing like the string of one-night-stands 
Kade racked up. Forgetting you were married would do that. 

The idea of renewing their vows had excited Angel. She’d 
put Kade through his paces, dragging him to counseling 
being one of those. He’d never said a word, but then Angel 
got the impression he would do anything to make her happy. 
A smile appeared at the thought. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Kincaid.” 

Jasper sat at the island eating a bowl of cereal. Security. 
Dammit, she’d forgotten she had a babysitter. Not that she 
minded Jasper. He was funny and pretty to look at. She kept 
that little observation to herself. 

“I’ve told you to call me Angel.” She poured herself a cup 
of coffee and took a sip. “This is good.” 

“I’m a coffee snob. It’s my own personal blend.” 

Angel laughed at his hoity-toity expression with his nose 
in the air. “Is Kade in his office?” 

“No, ma’am. He already went to the main office.” 

“Really?” She glanced at the clock on the microwave. It 
was barely after eight. “He was on the phone all night. | 
hope nothing’s wrong?” 

Jasper shrugged. “I don’t know. My assignment is to guard 
you. We’re only told what we need to know.” 

“Well, | hope you don’t mind plundering through my new 
bar. I’m meeting the contractor there at eleven. We need to 


swing by the bank, sign the papers, and collect the keys 
first, though.” 

“A busy morning, then.” He looked down at his lonely bowl 
of cereal. “I should have cooked.” 

“Your stomach isn’t nearly the bottomless pit mine is. We'll 
order pizza as soon as Saul’s opens. It’s just down the street 
from my new building.” 

“| haven’t tried that place yet.” 

“Best pizza around. Kade brought it home, and | thought 
I'd die of food orgasm right then and there. The stuff is 
better than sex.” 

“I’m not sure I’d go that far...” 

She wagged her finger at him. “You just wait until that first 
burst of flavor hits your tongue. It’s amazing!” 

“Uh-huh.” Jasper emptied his bowl and put it in the 
dishwasher. “How soon do we need to be on the road?” 

“Ten minutes or so. They’re expecting us at the bank as 
early as we can get there.” 

“Okay. Give me just a few, and then we'll roll.” 

While Jasper disappeared down the hall, Angel got all her 
things together and shoved them into her very stylish 
briefcase Jasmine, a friend from her stripping days, had sent 
her when Angel shared her news of opening her own bar. 
She and Jas had remained friends after she moved from 
Miami to Boston. Even though she’d fled Miami and the 
awful memories there, she refused to let Jasmine become a 
part of those memories. She was older than Angel, but she 
was her best friend. Long distance best friend, but that 
never mattered to the two of them. 

Jasper came back a few minutes later and hustled her out 
to a black SUV, one of the ones KS&l owned. They’d 
enhanced it with custom security features, none of which 
Angel knew, but she got the impression they were many and 
impressive. 

It took them a couple of hours at the bank, and they 
arrived at the very derelict building that would house her 


future bar. There were several restaurants and businesses up 
and down both sides of the street in every direction for 
blocks. Customers would see the construction, giving her a 
ton of free advertising. Curiosity would bring them to the bar 
they’d watched be built almost from the ground up, and the 
service would keep them coming back. Angel knew how to 
run a bar. She rubbed her hands together like a little kid 
contemplating tearing into a present on Christmas morning. 
It was going to be epic. 

Jasper had been extremely quiet since they’d come out of 
the bank, so when he told her to wait in the car until he 
secured the location, it startled her. Not enough to keep her 
in the vehicle, however. She rolled her eyes when he shot 
her a warning look and told her to sit still. Yes, the cartel 
scared her, but if she focused on whether they knew where 
she was, she’d drive herself nuts. That was not the goal 
today. That was yesterday’s game plan. 

Today was a whole new plan. 

But she’d give Jasper peace of mind and sit still. For a few 
minutes, anyway. 

Angel checked her phone. Three missed texts from Kade. 
He knew she was closing today. One said he was sorry for 
Skipping out this morning, the next good luck with the bank, 
and the third simply said “I love you, moye serdste.” It 
meant “my heart.” He’d called her that since she was 
nineteen, and it still melted her heart. 

Jasper knocked on the window, and she shrieked. Okay, so 
maybe she was more worried about the cartel than she let 
on, even to herself. 

Jasper shook his head and opened the door for her. “I’m 
sorry, Mrs. Kincaid. | didn’t mean to startle you. We’re good 
to go inside.” 

“The contractor should already be here. Have you seen 
him?” She got out of the SUV and grabbed her briefcase and 
purse. It was going to be a long afternoon, what with all the 
meetings she had lined up. 


“No, ma’am.” 

“| swear to God, if you call me ma’am one more time, 
Jasper Watkins, | will beat you.” 

He ignored her and ushered her into the building. It didn’t 
look like much...yet. Graffiti covered the outside of the 
place, which was fine by her. Curb appeal would come after 
the major renovations inside. 

The inside was a total mess. At 4000 square feet, it was a 
massive building, but she planned on putting in a kitchen. 
She’d done her research and knew the market here better 
than she had the audience for Pops’ bar where she worked 
back in Boston. Her vision for this place was to become the 
premier spot for the college kids who were only a few blocks 
away. 

Right now, though, she was irritated. Her contractor was 
late. 

“So...about that pizza?” 

Leave it to Jasper to remind her own belly she was starved. 
“You call Saul’s, and I'll try to reach the damn contractor.” 

“You got it.” Jasper had his phone out Googling Saul’s 
while she searched through her contacts for Jim Bachri, the 
construction manager. He picked up on the third ring. 

“This is Jim.” 

“Jim, it’s Angel Kincaid. Someone was supposed to meet 
me this morning to go through my new building to do an 
estimate.” 

“Chad isn’t there? He’s our estimate guy.” 

“No. I’ve been here for a few minutes, and no sign of him.” 

“Not to worry. If you can text me the address, I’ll come 
over myself and do the estimate. | do apologize. He might 
have gotten stuck in traffic.” 

“| understand that, but a phone call or text saying so 
would have been nice. It’s just good customer service to let 
the client know you’re going to be late.” 

“| assure you, nothing like this will happen again.” 


“I’m going to be frank with you, Jim. This first impression 
has not gone well. If | start having costly delays or things 
that go way over budget and crews not showing up on time, 
| will have no problem firing you.” Angel kept her voice 
even, but she put a bit of a bite into it. She’d dealt with guys 
like this back in Boston when Pops renovated his bar. They 
liked to try to sneak things by you. 

“| completely understand, Mrs. Kincaid. If you'll text me 
the address, | should be able to get there in about thirty 
minutes, give or take a few minutes.” 

Angel agreed and hung up. Hopefully, Jim got the picture 
that she was not a lady to be fucked with. 

Looking around at the garbage, the crumbling walls, and 
the general filth that covered every surface, she still saw the 
potential of what it cou/d be. When Nikoli toured it, it had 
been hard for him to see past the mess, but he believed in 
her. He was going to front her the money to build the 
physical bar itself, as well as working capital for her first 
year for a twenty-five percent stake in the business. Nik had 
even helped with her business plan and co-signed with the 
bank so she could get the loan to buy the building and 
renovate it. 

Saul’s delivery guy arrived before Jim did, which didn’t sit 
well with Angel. Granted, Saul’s was only a short walk, but 
still, they’d had to cook the food before bringing it. 

“Well, shit.” Jasper looked around, perplexed. “Where are 
we gonna sit and eat? This place is filthy.” 

He had a point. The thick coating of dust and God only 
knew what else covered the floor. Angel wasn’t exactly sure 
what the building had been before, since all fixtures and 
signage had been stripped. They hadn’t even left a random 
chair sitting around. It was just one big open space with a 
few rooms in the back. They were as empty as the front. 

“| guess we'll eat standing up.” She shrugged and walked 
over to help him with the bags. She’d asked for a salad and 
pizza. Saul had her regular order on hand, since she’d 


stopped so often to pick up pizza for dinner. The heavenly 
smell floating in the air didn’t make her stomach rejoice at 
all. It protested instead, and nausea decided to rear its ugly 
head. 

“Hello?” They both looked up to see a large man 
lumbering through the front door, a clipboard in his hand. 
“Mrs. Kincaid?” 

“Jim?” Angel turned away from the pizza, but it didn’t 
really help her stomach all that much. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded and shut the door behind him. 
“Sorry for the delay this morning. | still haven’t been able to 
reach Chad. I'll be happy to walk the building with you and 
do an in-depth estimate in his place.” 

As irritated as she was at the situation, he had gotten here 
in the timeframe he’d promised, so she bit back her 
smartass remark. She needed to get the ball rolling. Nik did 
a thorough check of the contractors in the area and assured 
her this man was one of the best. 

“| appreciate that. I’d like to get work started within the 
next few days.” 

“Of course. | can have crews ready to go as early as 
tomorrow.” He looked down at his clipboard, his expression 
changing. “I almost forgot. | found this on the door outside.” 

Angel took the manila envelope he handed her, frowning. 
It was addressed to her. Opening it, she pulled out photos 
and felt her world tilt. 

Photos of her. 

She blinked, trying to make sense of what she was seeing. 

Photos of her in a hospital bed. 

In Miami. 

Right after Matthew’s birth. 

Raw pain bled out of the image of her talking to the 
doctor, listening to him tell her the baby didn’t make it. That 
they’d already disposed of his body. 

How? 

Why would anyone send this to her? 


“Mrs. Kincaid?” 

She heard Jasper’s concerned voice, but she couldn’t tear 
her eyes away from the image. Bile rose, and she coughed, 
trying to choke it down. Black spots danced in front of her 
eyes, and she reached out, trying to find something to 
steady herself with, but there was nothing. 

Darkness started to eat away at her vision, but still she 
couldn't look away from the photo. Angel shook her head, 
but the blurriness wouldn’t go away. 

And when her legs gave out, and she fell, her eyes 
remained on the image until there was nothing left but the 
dark of unconsciousness. 


Cyst. E. 
po Pal 


“Motherfucker!” 

Kade paced while Nikoli sat in Kade’s office chair, eyes 
glued to the screen in front of him. He’d tried to find Mason 
this morning, who knew more about hacking than Nikoli did, 
but his youngest brother was nowhere to be found. 

Dylan flew out to Miami last night to be their eyes and 
ears on the ground there. No one in the cartel knew Dylan, 
so they all agreed it would be safest for him to go snooping. 
He also knew more about gang intel than any of them did. 
He’d been working the gang unit of LAPD before he took the 
job here at KS&l. 

“Cool your shit.” Nikoli didn’t even glance his way. “It’s 
going to take as long as it takes. You don’t want this tracing 
back to us.” 

“Mason installed firewalls that make it impossible to trace 
shit back here.” 

“Nothing is impossible. Difficult, but not impossible.” 

Nik was currently hacked into several governmental 
websites in Miami looking for information on Juan Ramirez 
and his son. 

Or maybe Kade’s son. 

This waiting around was killing him. He had no patience 
for it. Nik had been working since around seven this 
morning. It was now well past noon. Kade’s every instinct 
prodded him to get on a plane, hunt the motherfucker down, 


and take his son back, but Dylan was right. He had no proof, 
only gut instinct, and that would get him arrested. 

Nik’s phone buzzed, and he glanced at it. The ringtone 
was Lily’s. 

“Hey, Lily Bells. You on your lunch break?” Nik got up and 
walked out of the office. As much as the interruption irritated 
Kade, he kept his anger in check. He couldn’t fault his 
brother for taking a break to speak with his woman. Kade 
would have done the same. 

Well, maybe today he wouldn’t. He was hiding things from 
Angel. That was the reason he’d snuck out so early this 
morning. He wanted to tell her everything, that she’d had 
such a physical reaction to the boy because it might be 
Matthew, but he couldn’t do that to her. To get her hopes up 
and then find out he wasn’t theirs? It would crush her, and 
Kade would rather slice off an appendage than cause her 
any more pain. 

His mother had often known things she shouldn’t have, 
things her sons didn’t want her to know. Things they’d done 
that would have made her so disappointed, but guilt usually 
got the best of them. Strangely, she’d never been shocked 
when they confessed or admitted she was right about 
something being wrong. 

A mother knows her child. 

That was what she’d always say. Kade got lost once, and it 
had taken them about an hour to find him. He’d been six or 
seven. He remembered being afraid and thinking if he was 
lost for too long, his parents wouldn’t recognize him. It was a 
child’s fear, but his mother had sat him down in her lap, 
hugged him close, and assured him that even if he had been 
lost for years and years, she would always know him, 
because a mother knew her child. 

Angel knew Matthew the moment she saw him. She knew 
he was hers. Every instinct in her drove it home, her body 
physically reacting to leaving him. A mother knows her 
child. 


He should have listened to her. He should have gone 
straight to the hotel and...and what? 

He had no proof. No evidence. He’d have wound up in jail 
for attempted kidnapping. There was no way in hell he’d 
have left there without his son or in handcuffs. 

“Sorry,” Nik muttered a few minutes later. “She’s worried. 
Having security trailing her is making her nervous. You know 
how anxious she gets if strangers are around. They won’t 
know how to help her if one accidently touches her and 
she’s not expecting it.” 

“| thought she was a lot better?” 

Nik shrugged and sat back down. “With people she knows, 
yes. Strangers, though? Whole other ball game. And her 
fucking boss is a flirt. Fucker better keep his distance.” 

“You know this because...?” 

“Because | met him a few days after she started working 
there. Fucker thought he was going to keep her there all 
hours. | explained to him if he didn’t fuck off, I’d buy the 
damn company and then let’s see what might happen.” 

“Did you tell Lily you spoke to him?” 

“Shit, no. Do you think | have a death wish?” His onyx 
eyes widened, horrified at the thought. 

“He might tell her, though.” 

Nikoli cracked his Knuckles, a Cheshire Cat grin overtaking 
his face. “I thought of that. Fucker knows if he says one word 
to my girl, | will buy the company and toss him out on his 
ass and get him blacklisted in the industry.” 

“You're a video game mogul. How do you plan on 
blacklisting him in an industry you know nothing about?” 

“The literary agency she’s at is one of the oldest and most 
prestigious in New York. They know the right people. I’d 
have them do it.” 

“You're an evil motherfucker, you know that?” 

“Yup.” 

Kade resumed his pacing, and Nikoli went back to hacking. 
Why was this taking so damn long? He needed information. 


“Wearing the stain off the floors isn’t going to make this 
go faster.” 

“| can’t help it.” He stopped and slouched against the wall, 
the pent-up frustration urging him to hit the wall instead. “If 
he has my kid...” 

“If he has my fucking nephew, God won't be able to hide 
him. I’ll soend every dime | have hunting the fucker down.” 
The fury rolling out of his brother matched his own. “When 
do we get the DNA results back?” 

“Dylan promised they’d be couriered over this evening, no 
later than eight.” The hours were ticking by slower than 
molasses, as Angel would say. 

Max Sheridon, the firm’s tracking expert, knocked then 
poked his head through the door. “Why aren’t you answering 
your phone?” 

“My phone?” He pulled it out and found the battery dead. 
He forgot to charge it last night. “What’s going on?” 

“Jasper called. There’s a problem. He said to get your ass 
to Angel’s new bar like your life depended on it.” 

“Why?” Fear knotted in his belly, every scenario running 
like a herd of wild horses through his mind. He’d worked 
with the FBI’s Behavioral Analysis Unit for too long. 

“He didn’t say. He just said to git there.” Max’s Texan drawl 
came out thicker whenever he was upset. Now was one of 
those times. Max liked and respected Angel. Jasper had to 
have used a tone to get Max riled up. 

He didn’t waste another second, just flew out of the room, 
aware both men were right behind him. 

“It has to be the cartel.” Kade knew it in his gut. “Can’t 
you drive faster?” Nik had slid into the driver’s seat before 
he could. Kade hadn’t argued, figuring he wasn’t in any 
condition to drive in midday traffic in his enraged condition. 

“I’m already over the speed limit. We’ll be there as soon as 
we can.” 

“Jasper, this is Max. We’re on our way. Boss wants to talk to 
you.” Max handed his cell over to Kade without him having 


to ask for it. 

“What the fuck happened?” 

“Someone left pictures for her.” Jasper took a deep, 
steadying breath. “They’re pictures of her in the hospital. 
She looks younger.” 

“Motherfucking bastards.” He slammed his fist into the 
dashboard so hard it cracked. “Where is she?” 

“In my lap.” 

“What the fuck...” 

“Calm down. She passed out, and the floor is filthy. If | 
can’t get her to wake up in a few minutes, I’m calling an 
ambulance. She hit the floor hard.” 

“Don’t fucking wait. Call 9-1-1 now. We'll be there in five 
minutes.” 

“9-1-1?” Nik honked the horn and hit the gas. “What’s 
wrong with Angel?” 

“Passed out. Some bastard sent her photos from when she 
was in the hospital in Miami.” At least that was what he 
assumed. She might have been hospitalized in the six years 
they were apart, but he had a sinking feeling in his stomach 
this was the cartel announcing they knew who she was. 

They arrived the same time as the ambulance. Kade 
almost knocked the EMTs down in his rush to get to Angel. 
Watkins was sitting on the floor, Angel unconscious in his 
lap. Another man he didn’t recognize stood behind them. He 
dropped to his knees beside them and took her face in his 
hands. “Moye serdste.” 

She looked so pale. Whoever caused this was going to 
suffer. 

The EMTs forced him to move and let them work. They 
lifted her to the stretcher and started taking vitals. Watkins 
followed and handed him the photos. Just as he suspected, 
these were from the day they lost everything. Bastards took 
photographs. Sick, fucking bastards. 

Rage burst over his skin like a flash fire through a forest. A 
sound somewhere between a growl and roar left him. Nik 


took the photos from him and started cursing in a mixture of 
Russian and English, a bad habit they shared. 

“Sir, we’re going to take her to the ER. | would feel better if 
she had a CT since she hit her head when she fell, and we 
can’t wake her up.” 

He barely heard the EMT, but he nodded. Nik promised to 
meet him at the hospital, and he climbed into the 
ambulance, working hard to keep his anger under control. 

Los Muertos. 

Rage turned into a cold, hard determination. 

They would pay for this and for his son if it was the last 
fucking thing he ever did. 


Chop Nine 
ah 





The sterile scent pulled old memories to the surface for 
Kade as he paced in the waiting room of Presbyterian 
Hospital. The vinyl covered chairs, the magazine rack, the 
tile floor...he shook his head and buried those memories. 
Now was not the time to let that awful night get in the way. 

She still hadn’t regained consciousness by the time they’d 
arrived at the hospital, and he could see how much it 
worried the EMTs. It only made his own unease deepen. 
What was taking so long? They’d taken her back an hour 
ago. 

“Angel girl is going to be fine.” Kade glanced at Nik, who 
stood lounging against the wall among the magazine racks. 
His expression betrayed the assurance he tried to convey. 
The boy looked as scared as he did. 

Sometimes Kade forgot how well Angel knew his brother. 
The two of them shared a bond it had taken Kade months to 
understand. He and Nik had almost ruined their relationship 
over a woman once. If he didn’t know how much Angel loved 
him, he could easily have gotten jealous. 

Watching them, however, he grew to understand they’d 
naturally fallen into more of a sibling relationship. Nik had 
no family in Boston, and Angel needed someone to fill the 
hole the death of her brother left. It was as simple as that, 
and instead of jealousy, he felt nothing but gratitude toward 


his brother for helping her stay sane until he could find her 
again. 

“Why the fuck haven’t they come out and told us 
something?” Nik pushed off the wall and started to pace. 

A question Kade had no answer for. 

Another half an hour ticked by until finally the doctor 
came out and called Angel’s name. Kade and Nik both 
rushed him. He heard the men behind him hurry over as 
well, but he focused his entire attention on the doctor. 

“What’s wrong with her?” he blurted. 

“You are...?” 

“Her husband, Kade Kincaid.” 

“Mr. Kincaid.” The doctor nodded and spoke directly to 
him. “I’m Doctor Blake. Your wife’s CT is clear, but she does 
have a concussion. Given her condition, we are going to 
keep her overnight.” 

“The shock, you mean?” Kade asked, already thanking 
God nothing serious was wrong. 

“She is in shock, yes, but | wasn’t referring to that.” The 
doctor frowned. “I’m referring to her pregnancy.” 

“Her what?” Kade’s entire body went slack, and Nik caught 
him. Pregnant? 

“You didn’t know?” The doctor smiled. “Now I’m wondering 
if your wife knows. She hasn’t been conscious long enough 
to ask her.” 

“What do you mean? | thought she just had a concussion.” 
He wanted to reach out and shake the man. 

“From what | was told by the EMTs, she had a shock severe 
enough to make her faint. We ran bloodwork when she came 
in. Her pregnancy showed up in the labs. It worried me that 
she wasn’t waking up for more than a minute or two at a 
time. We ran a head CT that showed no anomalies. It could 
simply be the shock to her system she suffered, but I'd 
rather be safe and keep her overnight for observation even if 
she does fully wake up in the next few hours. We’ll run 
another CT later to make sure we didn’t miss something 


small. All her labs and her scans are clean, Mr. Kincaid. We’re 
just taking precautions.” 

It did nothing to ease his own worry. She should be awake. 
Shock should not keep her unconscious. 

“Can | see her?” 

“Of course. We’ve had her moved to a room. Marcy will 
show you to her.” 

Nurse Marcy eyeballed them. “I’m guessing all of you are 
coming?” 

“I'd say yes.” Kade knew the men here all adored his wife, 
and the more prayers she had, the better. 

Nurse Marcy shook her head. “Follow me.” 

They rode the elevator up to the sixth floor where patient 
rooms were located. Kade rushed in, and his heart dropped 
into his stomach. She lay there so still and pale, her red hair 
tousled. Innocent, vulnerable, and he wanted nothing more 
than to see her open those cat eyes and glare at him. Hell, 
she could scream every curse word she knew at him, and all 
he’d do would be to grin because he’d know she was okay. 

“She needs rest more than anything.” Nurse Marcy 
checked the IV machine she was hooked up to. “Rest and 
fluids.” 

“Fluids?” 

“She was a little dehydrated when she came in. Most likely 
from the pregnancy. Congratulations, by the way.” 

“l...” He rubbed his forehead. Pregnant. “Thank you.” 

“I’m her nurse until seven tonight, then Linda comes on. 
I'll be outside if you need anything, Mr. Kincaid.” 

Kade ignored her, but he did see Max staring at her, his 
eyes oddly guarded. Something to ask about later, but right 
now, all his attention was on his wife. Nik pulled a chair up 
for him, and he sank down, taking her hand. It felt cold to 
the touch. 

“Moye serdste.” He cupped her cheek with his other hand 
and leaned up far enough to place a gentle kiss on her lips. 
“Please wake up.” 


Nik sat across the bed on the other side while he told the 
boys to go find more chairs. No one would be leaving 
tonight. They’d locked up the office on their way out. 
Thankfully, there were no clients coming in today. 

“She’s okay.” Nik took her other hand. “They said she was 
Okay.” 

He nodded, unable to confirm she was fine, because she 
wasn’t awake. 

“Why the fuck isn’t she awake, then?” Nik ran a hand 
through his hair, one of Kade’s habits when he was scared or 
worried. 

“Did you see anyone following you?” Kade turned his 
attention to Watkins. “Anything that felt out of the ordinary 
this morning?” 

“No.” Watkins came to stand at the foot of the bed. “I was 
watching for that. | even walked the perimeter of the 
building and checked inside before | let her out of the car. 
There was no one that | could see.” 

“Run a background check on this contractor. See if he has 
any connections to Los Muertos.” 

“I'll do that,” Max volunteered. “I just need to swing by the 
office and grab my laptop, then I'll head back here.” 

“You're still joining Dylan in Miami?” 

“That’s the plan, boss. I’m a tracker. Finding people is what 
| do best.” 

Dylan had wanted to send Max in the first place, but 
they’d been unable to reach him right away. Instead of 
letting the trail go cold, Dylan hopped a plane and followed 
Juan. 

“Watkins, set up a perimeter. | want you outside this room 
and the rest of your team positioned at strategic locations 
around the hospital for the rest of the night.” 

Watkins nodded and left, leaving him alone with his 
brother. 

“So,” Nick said after a while, “a baby.” 


Way to state the obvious, little brother. He still hadn’t 
wrapped his head around it. “Yeah.” 

“She’s going to be okay.” 

“| know, brat.” 

“She’s going to murder all of us by the time the baby 
comes.” Nikoli let a grin steal across his face. “A baby.” 

The first time he’d learned he was going to be a father had 
been in a hospital, the news delivered by the nurse. A sense 
of déja vu washed over him. He glanced at his wife’s still-flat 
stomach where his child lay nestled, safe and unaware of the 
danger around him or her. His son had once been in that 
same place until he was ripped away from his parents. This 
child would never know that suffering. 

“Mama and Babushka are going to be over the moon.” 

“No.” Kade looked up at that. “They can’t know, at least 
not right now.” 

“Why the hell not? This is something to celebrate, Kade.” 

“The first thing they’d both do is get on a plane and come 
here. Where one of the deadliest cartels in the world is 
hunting the Kincaids. What do you think they’d do to the 
matriarchs of the family, Nik? They’d brutalize them, 
butcher them, and deliver their bodies to our doorsteps. 
They can’t know this, not yet.” 

“Damn.” Nikoli whistled. “I didn’t think...” 

Kade’s phone rang, and he pulled it out of his pocket. 
Viktor. 

“Where the fuck have you been, you bloody bastard?” 

“Well, hello to you too, brat.” Viktor’s heavy Russian 
accent came across the line. “I’ve been fucking working and 
dealing with a woman who | think | am going to fucking 
murder before this case is finished.” 

Kade put his brother on speaker. “We've been calling and 
texting you since yesterday. When do you not pick up a 
damn phone, Vik?” 

“Sorry, brat.” Viktor’s voice took on a softer edge. “What’s 
wrong?” 


“The cartel is coming after Kade and Angel.” Nik pulled his 
chair closer. “They sent our girl some photos today that 
caused her to faint. She hit her head, and now she’s in the 
hospital.” 

“Shit,” Viktor spat. “Is she okay?” 

“No, she’s fucking not okay or we wouldn’t be in the 
fucking hospital, would we?” 

Viktor was quiet for a long moment. “I’m sorry, Kade. | 
should have picked up the damn phone. What can | do?” 

“Nothing we’re not already doing.” Kade rubbed his thumb 
across the back of Angel’s hand. “Dylan’s in Miami, and Max 
will be joining him either tonight or tomorrow.” 

“Miami?” Viktor asked. “What are they doing in Miami?” 

“Trying to find my son.” Kade explained everything that 
happened in the last twenty-four hours and sat back, his 
exhaustion starting to set in. He hadn’t slept for almost two 
days. 

“Are you sure?” Viktor asked. 

“I’ve seen the photograph. If he’s not my son, then Fate 
has a cruel sense of humor. We’ll know for sure...shit. Nik, 
can you text Max and ask him to stay at the office? Dylan’s 
contact is going to have the DNA results delivered there 
tonight.” 

Nik nodded. “Sure, man.” 

“| wish | could be there for you, but my client’s ex is a real 
piece of work. He’s already barged into her mother’s place 
and threatened the woman, trying to find his soon to be ex- 
wife and daughter. I’m afraid if | leave, he might hurt them.” 

“No, you can’t abandon them. | understand that. Max 
explained what was going on. No man has the right to lay 
hands on a woman or child. Teach the bastard a lesson.” 

“Trust me, | plan on it. The kid’s terrified.” 

“Speaking of kids,” Nikoli interrupted, “we have good 
news, but you have to swear to keep it to yourself. Mama 
and Babushka can’t know.” 

“Know what?” 


“Our girl is pregnant.” 

The excitement in Nik’s voice tugged a laugh out of Kade. 
He was excited, he was just too terrified at the moment to 
show it. 

“Who's pregnant?” 

They both turned to gawk at Angel, who blinked blearily at 
them. She let out a little cough and tried to sit up, but Kade 
pushed her back down. 

“Easy, moye serdste.” He pushed the nurse’s call button. 
“You need to lie back.” 

Angel winced when her eyes met the overhead light. 
Where was she, and who was pregnant? She’d overhead 
them talking about it when she woke up. Maybe Lily? Nikoli 
had said “our girl.” 

She looked around and realized she was in a hospital 
room, hooked up to an IV machine. What the hell? 

“Did you need something, Mr. Kincaid?” 

Angel followed the sound of the voice to the doorway. A 
young woman, blonde and blue eyed, stood there in scrubs. 
Very pretty. 

“She’s awake.” 

The nurse smiled and hurried over. “Good to see you 
finally awake and alert, Mrs. Kincaid. I’m Marcy, your nurse 
for now. I’m just going to check your vitals.” She shone a 
light in Angel’s eyes, earning her the most hateful look she 
could muster up. “I’m sorry, but you have a_ nasty 
concussion, and | have to keep an eye on you. Checking 
your pupils is a part of that.” 

Angel waited impatiently as the nurse did her thing. Her 
head was spinning on top of a beast of a headache. What 
she needed was some ibuprofen and to know why the hell 
she was in the hospital. 

“Vitals are all good. Your blood pressure is a little high, but 
that could be due to the headache I’m sure you have. I'll get 
you some acetaminophen for that...” 


“I'd rather have some Motrin if you have it.” Tylenol was 
useless for headaches. At least for her. 

“That is not a good idea, Mrs. Kincaid. Ibuprofen is bad for 
the baby.” 

“Baby?” 

“You didn’t tell her?” The nurse looked to Kade, who shook 
his head. “Well, that means | get to tell you the good news. 
You're pregnant.” 

“What?” Angel could only stare at her, dumbfounded. 
Pregnant? 

“We found it when we ran your labs earlier.” The nurse 
gave her another warm smile. “We generally don’t give 
ibuprofen to pregnant women. It can double the risk of 
miscarriage. You’re going to have to make do with 
acetaminophen.” 

A baby. Another little nugget. Her hand went to her 
abdomen. Pregnant. Everything disappeared—the nurse, 
Kade, Nikoli. The word “pregnant” bounced like a volleyball 
between her ears. Could it really be true? Fear replaced the 
joy as soon as thoughts of her last nugget invaded her 
happiness. What if she couldn’t protect this one either? 
Surely, God wouldn’t give her a child just to take him from 
her again. Please, do not put me through that pain again, 
dear Lord. Please. 

“Do you have an OB yet?” Nurse Marcy asked, checking 
the IV. 

She took several deep breaths, trying to center herself and 
calm her nerves. “Uhhh...no.” Her voice came out shaky, but 
the nurse just patted her hand. 

“We have several excellent ones on staff. I’ll make sure to 
get you a list before they release you tomorrow. Everything 
looks good, and I'll be back in a few minutes with some pain 
meds.” 

When the nurse left, Angel turned to stare at her husband, 
confused. “What is going on?” 


“You don’t remember what happened earlier?” Kade got 
her a cup of water and helped her to sit up. Not a good idea. 
Her head swam. She closed her eyes to block out the 
Spinning walls. 

“No. | remember going to the bank, then the bar. The 
contractor wasn’t there. He never showed. His boss came 
over to do the walkthrough and...” She saw Jim walking 
through the doors, handing her...handing her something... 
an envelope. 

She gasped and sat straight up, ignoring the dizziness. 
“Oh, God. Kade. The pictures. There were pictures.” 

“Easy, moye serdste. | know all about the pictures. Lay 
back and rest, sweetheart. You’re safe.” 

“You are safe, sestra. | Swear it.” 

Viktor’s voice startled her. “Viktor?” 

“He’s on speakerphone.” Nik took hold of her other hand. 
“No one is getting near you or our new niece or nephew. 
Even if | have to fly you to Russia.” 

“Russia? Why would | go to Russia?” 

“It’s not a bad idea,” Viktor agreed. “She could stay with 
Mama and Papa, surrounded by the military. The cartel 
wouldn't dare try to get to her there.” 

“Slow down.” Angel held up a hand. “I need a minute.” 

“Nik, why don’t you go find us some coffee and maybe 
some food for Angel?” She shot her husband a grateful look. 
This was all happening too fast. She felt sick to her stomach. 

“Sure thing.” Nik stood and kissed her on the forehead. 
“Don’t scare me like that again, Angel girl.” 

“I'll call you later, Vik, and this time, answer your damn 
phone.” Kade disconnected the call. “You scared the hell out 
of me, moye serdste. Don’t do that again.” 

“We're really pregnant?” She ignored Kade’s concern and 
went straight to the heart of it. 

He grinned, some of the tension leaving him. “Looks like. 
They didn’t tell me how far along, though.” 


Angel thought back to the last time she’d had her period. 
The beginning of February. She remembered because she’d 
been afraid it would arrive and screw up her Valentine’s day 
plans. She had warned Kade, and he had been outraged 
when she’d told him there would be no sex after the big date 
night he’d planned if her period was late. She laughed 
thinking about it. He’d been like a little boy sulking when 
he’d been told no dessert after dinner. It was the end of May 
now, so close to twelve weeks. 

“Holy shit.” 

How in God’s name had she ignored no period for almost 
three months? 

“What?” 

“| think we’re right around ten or twelve weeks.” 

“Holy shit.” Kade looked stunned. “How could we not know 
sooner?” 

“| don’t know.” Her hand rubbed her belly. She’d been 
nauseated for a couple weeks, but she’d not paid it any 
attention. It wasn’t morning sickness. She got nauseated 
throughout the day and not every single day. It wasn’t 
severe either. She’d only thrown up a few times over the last 
two months. With Matthew, she’d been hurling right on cue 
every morning for a month straight. 

“The week after Valentine’s? In the shower?” Kade quirked 
an eyebrow, and she burst out laughing, her happiness 
cutting right through the fear. 

“What's so funny?” He swooped in and kissed her. “As | 
recall, you were not laughing. You were...” 

“Shh!” She put a finger to his lips, glancing at the door. 
“Marcy will be back any minute. She does not need to hear 
my husband talking dirty.” 

Kade’s grin turned wolfish. “You never know, sweetheart. 
She might like that kind of thing.” 

“Sit your ass back down.” Angel couldn’t hold in the 
giggle. This man. He was the only one to ever make her 


giggle like a high schooler. “I was thinking about Matthew. 
He was conceived in the shower too.” 

“| need to invest in more showers in the house we build.” 

“House?” Angel settled down and asked him to dim the 
lights. Her head was pounding. 

“Mmm hmm.” He picked up her hand when he sat back 
down. “Kids deserve a house with a big back yard, not a 
cramped apartment. Dimitri said there are several properties 
out by where he and Becca are moving.” 

“So, we’re having more than one, are we?” 

Kade felt a sledgehammer come out of nowhere when she 
asked him that. How the fuck was he going to tell her about 
Matthew? She was pregnant. He didn’t want to do anything 
that might cause her stress and in turn cause a problem with 
the pregnancy. But if he didn’t tell her until after he’d gotten 
their son back, she’d never forgive him. What should he do? 

“Kade?” Angel nudged him. “How many kids do you 
want?” 

“Half a dozen.” 

“The hell you say.” 

“There were six of us. | never want to leave our kids 
without backup if something happens to us or to one of 
them. | want what | had for them, what you needed after 
Peter died.” 

He couldn’t tell her. Shit, shit, shit. Calm down. Maybe he 
was wrong. There was nothing to tell her until the DNA 
results came back. By then, he’d find reasons not to tell her. 

“Three.” 

“Ik 

“I’m trying to compromise with you, here. | am not raising 
Six boys.” 

“It might be six girls.” 

“Oh, hell no. Girls are worse than boys.” She pointed to 
herself. “Case in point.” 

“You're beautiful, smart, and the best person | know, moye 
serdste. Six more of you would be a gift.” 


“Until boys started coming by the house.” 

“Fuck no. Our girls aren’t dating until they graduate 
college.” 

She laughed, and his heart melted. It was the first real 
laugh he’d heard from her since she’d spotted their son. 

“You can’t dictate what they do when they go to college.” 

“The fuck | can’t. They are going to stay home and go to 
school. We'll save a small fortune in room and board alone 
with six girls.” 

“| love you.” 

“| love you too, Angelique Lemoraux Kincaid.” He brushed 
his thumb across her lips. “More than | can ever tell you.” 

She took his hand and placed it on her belly. “This tells me 
just how much you love me. Our nugget.” 

A love so fierce it took him by surprise swelled up, and he 
laid his head on her belly. She’d given him a second chance 
after every awful thing he’d done to her. Now God was not 
only giving them another second chance with a baby, but he 
might have given them their son back. 

He wouldn’t let God down. He’d protect them with his life 
this time. 





He caught his brother a little while later before he came 
back into the hospital room. Angel had dozed off, and he 
wanted her to sleep. The nurse said she’d wake her up every 
two hours because of the concussion, so trying to cat nap 
between those would be the best thing for her. 

“| got her a couple things. Not sure what she’d be able to 
eat.” Nik held up the bag from one of his favorite Italian 
places. “She awake?” 

“No, she just dozed off, but | need to talk to you two.” He 
included Watkins in this. “| don’t want her to know about 
Matthew yet.” 

“The fuck you say.” Nik nailed their mother’s angry glare 
in that moment. “She has a right to know her son is alive.” 

“Yes, she does, but not right now.” Kade pulled the door 
closed in case she woke up. “She’s pregnant. Do you think 
she'll let me go get him by myself?” 

“Shit.” 

“Exactly.” Kade rolled his shoulders, hearing joints crack 
and pop. “If we tell her, and she goes to Miami, what if she 
gets hurt? If she loses this baby, she'll never get past it.” 

“| get where you're coming from, brat. Really, | do, but if 
you don’t tell her, she’ll never forgive that either. If it were 
Lily, I'd die to protect her, but | wouldn’t keep this from her. 
She deserves to know.” 


“| think everyone’s jumping ahead of themselves.” 
Watkins leaned against the door, watching the hallway. “The 
DNA results aren’t back yet. Wait for that, and then decide. 
No need to tell her right now then have it come back 
negative. Don’t cause her worry for no reason.” 

What Kade had originally planned on doing anyway before 
Nik took the high road on him. Or maybe he wouldn’t have. 
Fuck if he knew. All he wanted to do was protect her, the 
nugget, and Matthew, wherever he might be. 

“How long before we get the results?” 

“Couple hours,” he told his brother and grabbed one of the 
coffees out of the cardboard container. “I’m going a little 
crazy.” 

Nik handed a separate bag to Watkins, who sniffed and 
closed his eyes. It reminded him of Angel when she 
described food porn. No wonder the two of them got along 
so well. They were both food whores, but then again, his 
brother Dimitri could beat them both out for that title. 
Where all that food went, Kade would never know. 

Kade’s phone started ringing, and he tore it out of his 
pocket, hoping for news. Conner’s smiling face greeted him. 
Viktor must have called him. 

“Conner.” 

“How is she?” Abrupt and to the point. That was Conner 
these days. Not the happy-go-lucky kid who'd left for the 
military six years ago. 

“She’s okay aside from a concussion. They’re keeping her 
overnight for observation.” 

“Don't let anything else happen to her before | get there.” 

“You're coming here?” Kade pulled the phone away from 
his ear and stared at it. He knew Conner was opening a club 
here in New York, but the man was firmly planted in Chicago. 

“Da.” Conner spoke to someone in the background. “Viktor 
says you need help, military help. | am better than he is at 
covert ops. |am coming to get my nephew.” 


This was what he was telling Angel about. Family. A big 
family who would jump in without being asked. He wanted 
this for their kids. 

“I'll send Nik to pick you up. What time do you get in?” 

“My flight arrives at seven tonight. We’ll go shopping 
when | get there.” 

“Shopping?” 

“Da, brat. We will need guns, lots of guns. Unless you want 
to let the police know ahead of time?” 

“| don’t know.” Did he want to involve the police? It would 
be the smartest move, but they might not believe him. Then 
they’d waste precious time. Time his son might not have. If 
the cartel knew Angel recognized him, they might not wait 
to start torturing him. 

“We'll figure it out when | get there.” Conner disconnected 
without even saying goodbye. 

“He does that now.” Nik shook his head at their brother’s 
bad manners. “Mama would switch his backside good for 
that, even though he’s a head taller and three times wider 
than she is.” 

“Come on back in, and we'll eat while we wait for Angel to 
wake up...” He trailed off when he saw Max get out of the 
elevator. That was quick. Too quick. He probably just 
grabbed his laptop and hadn’t had time to even run the 
check. 

“We need to find a quiet place to talk.” Max glanced 
around nervously. 

“You found something?” 

Max nodded curtly. 

Kade asked Marcy if there was somewhere they could talk 
quietly and privately. She showed them to an empty on call 
room with a lock on the door. She didn’t ask any questions, 
much to her credit. 

“What?” 

Max opened his laptop and showed the police report that 
had been filed earlier. It was a man who worked for the 


construction company. He sent a snapshot to Watkins, who 
had been there this morning, and got a confirmation that it 
was the man who hadn’t shown up. His boss came instead. 
They'd found him a few blocks from his wife’s new building, 
dead. 

“This makes no sense. Why would they kill a construction 

uy?” 

“If they dumped her phones, they would have seen she’d 
made several calls to the business. If it were me, I’d have 
called them and gotten all the juicy details.” 

“They're not going to give out client information...” 

“Kade.” Max put a hand up and stopped him. “It’s a 
construction company, not a doctor’s office. If someone 
called and said they couldn’t remember what time their 
meeting was or who it was with, they would have confirmed 
it.” 

“Motherfucker.” 

“You should know this. You were in the FBI.” 

“| do know it, I’m just fucking tired.” He sat down on one of 
the beds. “They probably grilled the kid and got the address. 
The bastards leave no witnesses behind. He was dead the 
minute they got his name.” 

“Do you know anyone who works gang intel down in 
Florida?” Max closed his laptop. “If it were Texas, I’d have 
you covered, but | know jackshit about Florida.” 

“It’s been years. | can get in touch with my old handler, 
but he was my only contact while | was there.” 

“| think Cole knows some people down there.” 

“Cole?” Kade searched his memory but came up blank. 

“Cole Daniels, Viktor’s new hire. He’s from the Miami-Dade 
area. He might be able to help. He’s supposed to start 
Monday, but I'll shoot him a text see if he can lend a hand.” 

Kade glanced at his phone when it pinged. It was Watkins 
telling him they were taking Angel for her CT, and he was 
going with her. 


“Do we want to involve the police, though? It’s a lot of red 
tape.” 

“You can’t just roll into town, shoot it up, and not expect 
police backlash.” Max stuffed the laptop back into its case. 
“You need the police. Call your buddies in the feds. Keep a 
plan B on the backburner in case plan A fails, but we want 
the police involved.” 

“I’m with Max on this.” Nik finally spoke up. “I’m not a 
military man, so | can’t say Conner’s plan won’t work, but | 
think you need to do it legally first.” 

“And what happens if legal doesn’t work and we have to 
go in? The dead bodies will lead back to us then. The cops 
will Know we were looking for Matthew. If we go with stealth 
and just take out the necessary players and take him back, 
no one is the wiser.” 

“And how are you going to explain finding the son you 
thought was dead?” Nik asked. “You’re not thinking like a 
cop, Kade. You’re thinking like a father who is willing to do 
anything to get his son back. If you don’t start thinking like 
a cop, you’re going to wind up in jail where no one can 
protect you, and it still might end up with Angel and 
Matthew dead.” 

When did his little brother start making so much fucking 
sense? He did want to go in guns blazing and take his son 
back, but Nik was right. How would he explain it? A child 
who had been presumed dead? How did he find out about 
him? Who did he contact? Where did he get the child? All 
those questions would land at his doorstep, and he had no 
answers that wouldn’t land him with a prison sentence. 

People would die when he went in to take back his kid. If 
the cops weren’t in on it, his family would be the ones to pay 
for it. 

“Just calm down.” Nik gripped his shoulder. “Conner will be 
here in a few hours, and we'll all sit down and come up with 
a plan A and a plan B. We’re going to get him back one way 
or another.” 


Kade wanted to argue, every instinct he had wanted to 
argue, but he agreed with his brother. There couldn't be any 
mistakes this time. 

And there wouldn’t be. 


KKK 


Angel yawned when a nurse woke her up. It wasn’t Marcy. 
This one was from radiology and told her they were going to 
do a repeat CT on the doctor’s orders. The first thing Angel 
noticed was Kade was missing. He was probably on the 
phone with his mother or one of his brothers telling them 
about the baby. 

The baby. 

A small smile escaped as she got into the wheelchair with 
the help of the nurse. The light still bothered her eyes a bit, 
but it was getting better. Even the dizziness had almost 
dissipated. She must have really hit her head when she 
passed out. 

“Where are you taking her?” Jasper asked when the nurse 
wheeled her out of the room. 

“To CT.” She started pushing the chair and stopped when 
Jasper followed. “Excuse me, sir, but you are not allowed in 
CT. You can wait here until she gets back.” 

“Not happening.” 

“ola 

“You're not going to get him to stay here.” Angel shook her 
head, forgetting the movement would hurt. Dammit. “He’s 
my bodyguard. Where | go, he goes.” 

The nurse looked like she wanted to insist, but the 
expression on Jasper’s face brooked no argument. She gave 
in with a huff and started wheeling her down the hall, Jasper 
on their heels. 

“I'll text Kade to let him know where you are. He'll panic if 
he comes back and you’re gone.” 


That was the God’s truth. All the Kincaid men went into 
caveman mode if they so much as suspected there was 
danger to their women. Angel loved them for it, but it also 
irritated her. She wasn’t a china doll who had to be locked 
up in a glass case, protected from everything. 

Granted, she wasn’t indestructible. She knew firsthand 
how easily anyone could get into a bad situation where they 
had no control. She’d survived a serial killer, after all. 

They rode the elevator down to the second floor. The nurse 
refused to let Jasper enter the CT room itself. He argued, but 
this time the woman held her own. It wasn’t safe for him, 
and the nurse told him in no uncertain terms she'd call 
hospital security to escort him back to Angel’s room. 

Angel hid her laughter by ducking her head. 

“Is he always like that?” 

“Yes. He’s not being ornery on purpose. His job is to 
protect me.” 

The nurse shook her head. “I...” 

Angel looked up when the nurse stopped talking. A man 
stood behind her, a gun pressed against her temple. 

“Hello, Angelique.” 

She knew him. He’d been to her brother’s house many, 
many times. Emilio. That was his name. This man was hard 
to forget. Dark eyes, black hair pulled back in a braid, with a 
scar that ran from his temple to the center of his cheek. For 
most men, that kind of scar would detract from their looks, 
but not Emilio. It made him look scarier, yes, but he was 
gorgeous. 

“Hello, Emilio.” 

He grinned. “You remember me.” 

“You're a hard man to forget.” 

He tipped his head to her. “As are you, chica. As beautiful 
as ever.” 

“Thank you.” She did her best to keep her voice steady, 
but on the inside, she was falling apart. He was here to kill 


her. She knew it. He knew it. It was just a matter of how long 
he was going to taunt her. 

“Perhaps | will have you dance for me tonight.” He pushed 
the girl toward her. “Now, Angelique, stand up and have the 
nurse take your seat.” 

“Don’t kill her.” Angel did as she was bid and stepped out 
of the way so the nurse could sit. “She has nothing to do 
with this.” 

“Witnesses, chica, witnesses.” Before Angel could do 
anything, he pulled the trigger. It wasn’t loud. He had a 
silencer on the gun, and it sounded more like a soft whoosh. 
He’d shot her between the eyes. At least it had been quick. 

“You're not going to get out of here.” Angel debated 
screaming and alerting Jasper. “My guard will only wait 
outside for so long, and Kade’s in the hospital.” 

“| Know all that.” His grin, all male and full of teeth, 
appeared again. “You’re going to come with me willingly.” 

“You're insane.” 

“My mother says the same thing, but that doesn’t change 
the fact that you’re going to come with me. Someone wants 
to meet you.” 

Going with him wasn’t an option. If she went, she was 
dead. 

“Who would want to meet me?” She had to buy some 
time. Jasper would come in if it took too long. 

“Your son.” 

Her brain froze for half a second before the anger 
surfaced. 

“My son is dead.” How dare he? As terrified as she was of 
Emilio, no one was ever going to use the memory of her 
child against her. 

“Is he?” Emilio took out his phone and tapped a few times 
before handing it to her. “Look.” 

She reached out and took the phone, her eyes darting 
between Emilio and the screen. It was the same little boy 
from yesterday, and her inner mama instincts roared to life. 


This was her son? No. She tamped all that hope down. Her 
child died. 

“This is a lie.” She threw the phone at him. He caught it 
mid-air. “My baby died before he was even born.” 

“No, he’s not dead.” Emilio pocketed his phone. “Since 
you won’t come with me, you leave me only one option, 
Chica.” 

“What's his name?” All those feelings from yesterday 
surged up. It didn’t make sense, but Emilio wasn’t lying. 
That little boy was hers. 

“Mateo.” Emilio cocked his gun and pointed it at her. 

“Why tell me right before you kill me?” 

Emilio smiled. “So you know your child is being raised to 
kill for us, the same people who took everything from you. 
You will die knowing all this.” 

The knock on the door interrupted them. Emilio’s eyes 
narrowed as he weighed his options. Jasper would open the 
door any second. 

Emilio put the gun to her forehead, and she braced her 
knees to keep standing. She wouldn’t show him fear. 

“You tell him we were this close to you.” 

Then he was gone through another door on the opposite 
side of the wall, and Angel’s knees hit the floor. Sweet Mary 
Mother in Heaven. 

Her son wasn’t dead. 


Chop Eleven 
oe 


Kade paced. Why wasn’t she back from radiology yet? 
Nikoli sat eating in one of the hospital chairs. He claimed he 
hadn’t eaten all day. That was like Angel saying she skipped 
breakfast. All lies. 

“Dude, calm the fuck down. She’s perfectly safe. They took 
her to do a repeat CT. All that pacing is making me dizzy.” 

If that were true, why did he have this awful sinking 
feeling in the pit of his stomach? The same feeling he’d had 
when Boston’s serial killer had kidnapped her. He trusted his 
instincts more than he trusted his brother’s evaluation of the 
situation. Scans didn’t take thirty minutes. 

He pulled his phone out just as it started to ring, and he 
jumped. 

“Told you, man, calm the fuck down.” Nikoli shoveled more 
ravioli in his mouth. 

“Fucker.” He shot his brother a glare and answered the 
phone. “Where are you?” 

“We're in radiology. You need to get your ass down here. 
There was an incident.” 

“Incident?” He didn’t wait to explain to Nik as he tore out 
the door and headed for the elevator. “What floor?” 

“Second. The nurse took her to CT and wouldn’t let me go 
in with her. | stayed right outside the door, but they were 
waiting on her in the room.” 

His stomach bottomed out, and he felt sick. “Was she...is 
she...” 


“She’s okay, but the nurse isn’t. They killed the girl in 
front of her and would have killed her if | hadn’t come in 
when | had. The guy took off.” 

“Did you get the motherfucker?” 

“No. | was afraid to give chase and leave her alone.” 

“No, you were right. There could have been more waiting 
for you to leave. She’s okay?” 

“The man put a gun to her head and said to tell you they 
were that close to her. She’s not all right, Kade. She’s in 
pretty bad shape, but she’s not physically hurt.” 

Motherfucker! He slammed his fist into the wall of the 
elevator. How the fuck did they get that close? 

“The police are on the way, and I’ve put off hospital 
security from questioning her, but the police are going to 
want a statement when they arrive.” 

The elevator dinged, and he saw Watkins as soon as he 
stepped out. He was standing beside Angel, who stared 
listlessly at the wall. Alarm spread the longer he looked at 
her. Something was wrong, something more than seeing a 
woman killed right in front of her. 

He dropped down on his knees and took her hands. 
“Angel?” 

She didn’t move, only watched the wall. 

“Moye serdste.” He reached up and took her face in his 
hands, forcing her to look at him. Her eyes were tormented. 
“You're okay, sweetheart. You’re safe.” 

She opened her mouth to try to speak, but nothing came 
out. Angel wanted to tell him they had their son, but she 
couldn't. If she said it out loud, it became real. Her baby boy 
was in the hands of monsters doing God knew what to him. 

Security came back, asking the same questions, but no 
words came. She kept replaying the scene over and over in 
her head. Could she have done something to save the 
nurse? If she’d shouted, he would have killed them both 
straight away, and possibly Jasper. 


No. She did the right thing. Angel felt bad for the nurse, 
but if she had died, Kade wouldn’t know about Matthew. She 
had to tell him. They had to go rescue their baby. 

But still no words came. 

The earth started to move. No, that wasn’t it. Kade was 
pushing the wheelchair. How did she get in another 
wheelchair? She couldn’t remember. Jasper was the likely 
culprit. The ding of the elevator startled her enough to look 
up. Kade’s hand was stroking her hair, and Jasper stood 
stoic, his expression colder than she’d ever seen it before. 

Pissed, that was the word she was looking for. Jasper 
looked pissed. Someone had gotten past him twice now. The 
first time he’d been trusted with her care was in Boston. It 
wasn’t his fault a crazy serial killer had taken her because 
he’d knocked out her brother-in-law and the rest of her 
guards with a paralytic. She’d just gone to the bathroom. 
Not Jasper’s fault. This time, she’d been escorted to 
radiology by a nurse. Jasper had no way of knowing Emilio 
would be waiting for her in the actual room with the scanner. 
A place Jasper wasn’t allowed to go. 

None of it was his fault, but she could see he’d shouldered 
the blame. 

Kade wheeled her off the elevator and back to her room. 
Nikoli was there, Lily sitting in his lap. His arms were around 
her so tight, he might soon cut off her air, but Lily didn’t 
look like she minded one bit. 

“There’s our girl.” Nik smiled at her while Kade lifted her 
onto the bed and tucked the blanket around her. 

She saw everything around her, heard their words, and 
understood them, but she might as well be having an out-of- 
body experience. She wanted to shout, to scream, to tell 
them her child was in danger. 

“The doctor said she’s in shock.” Kade scooted her over 
and climbed into bed beside her. “After what she saw, I’m 
not surprised.” 

“What happened?” Lily snuggled into Nik. 


“The cartel got a man inside, we think. The nurse who 
escorted her to radiology was shot and killed. Angel saw it. 
The doc says she should start talking as soon as some of the 
shock wears off.” 

“And that’s not going to be happening with you in bed 
with her.” Nurse Marcy stood in the doorway, frowning. “She 
needs rest more than anything, so everyone but her 
husband is banned from the room.” 

Kade jumped up, and everyone told her goodbye, but she 
didn’t respond. It was like her vocal cords had seized up. She 
had no idea shock could do this to a person. 

Nurse Marcy propped Angel’s feet up and told Kade if she 
caught him in bed with her patient again, he’d be banned 
from the room as well. Angel wanted to laugh when she saw 
the outrage on his face. Here this tiny, petite nurse was 
telling her husband, who stood a good foot taller, that he 
had to walk the line or get the hell out. It was comical. 

A giggle slipped out, and both Nurse Marcy and Kade 
froze, looking at her. 

“Well, | guess laughter really is the best medicine in the 
world.” Marcy came back over to her bedside. “How are you 
feeling?” 

“1...” Angel cleared her throat, surprised her voice was 
working. All it took was a little laughter. The nurse was onto 
something there. “I...don’t know.” 

“That’s perfectly normal. | would love to be able to give 
you something to sleep, honey, but that concussion requires 
me waking you up every two hours.” 

Her head still ached something fierce, but the light didn’t 
bother her eyes anymore. That was something, at least. 

Kade sat in the chair beside the bed and thanked the 
nurse before she left them alone. Kade took her hand and 
kissed it almost reverently. “Why do you insist on scaring the 
fuck out of me, moye serdste?” 

“You and that mouth.” She let her fingertips glide over his 
lips. “I’m sorry for scaring you.” 


“Don’t do it again.” He splayed one hand over her 
stomach. “Neither of us can lose you.” 

“Kade, | need to tell you something.” She tried to sit up, 
but he pushed her back down. 

“Don’t try to move around. You’ve been through enough 
for one day.” 

“Emilio was here.” 

“Who?” Kade cocked his head—his thinking stance. 

“He’s from Los Muertos. | remembered him. He used to 
hang out at the house a lot. Peter warned me to stay away 
from him.” 

“I’m not sure | met him.” Kade sat back but kept a tight 
grip on her hand. 

“He’s hard to forget.” Angel could still see him, staring into 
her eyes, gun aimed at her head. “Gorgeous, with a scar that 
runs from his temple to his cheek.” 

“Gorgeous?” Kade quirked a brow at her. 

“Yes.” Gorgeous wasn’t the right word for him. Kade was 
handsome, but Emilio was in an entire league of his own. 
“That’s not the point, Kade. He showed me pictures of the 
little boy | saw yesterday. He said he was ours, that Matthew 
didn’t die.” 

She expected Kade to be shocked, to deny it, but he 
didn’t. Instead, he looked down at their linked hands, 
refusing to meet her eyes. 

“Kade?” 

“| know.” 

“What do you mean you know?” Angel did sit up this time, 
ignoring the slight dizziness. 

“You need to stay calm and lie down.” He tried to get her 
to do just that, but she was having none of it. He was going 
to explain himself. 

“No, what | need for you to do is tell me what you meant. 
Are you really saying you knew our son was alive and you 
didn’t tell me?” 

“Sweetheart...” 


“Don't sweetheart me, Kincaid. Tell me the truth. We’ve 
had enough lies in this marriage to last three lifetimes. Don’t 
add our son to that list.” 

Kade took a deep breath. Fuckity, fuck, fuck, fuck. He 
should have told her last night. He knew he should have. 
He’d been too worried about her. 

“| don’t know for certain.” He scooted the chair closer to 
the bed. “I sent Dylan to look into it, hoping if we could show 
you who his parents were, it would help you. Instead of what 
he thought he’d find, he found Juan Ramirez, a hitman for 
Los Muertos.” 

Angel sucked in a breath and interrupted him. “That’s 
what Emilio told me. Matthew is being raised to become a 
murderer for the cartel.” 

Kade searched his memory again, but for the life of him, 
he couldn’t place anyone named Emilio. Not that he hadn’t 
met the man, he just didn’t remember him. It irked him that 
Angel did. Not only his gorgeous face, but his name. He 
must have made quite an impression on his wife. 

“Dylan knows the guy who runs the concierge desk. He let 
him in the vacated room before housekeeping got to it. 
Dylan was able to collect some DNA samples. We sent it off 
to the lab last night with a few strands of my hair and a 
cheek swab. We should know soon if the boy is ours.” 

“He is ours.” All the anger and fear she’d barely been 
holding at bay poured out. “The bastards have our son, have 
had our son from the day he was born. We have to go get 
him.” 

“We'll get him. I’ve already got the boys working on it. 
Dylan flew down last night, and Max should already be in 
the air. Viktor swears there’s not a person on earth who can 
hide from Max. Says he’s the best tracker he’s ever met.” 

“No, we have to go. Tonight.” 

Kade saw the glint of steel flash like wildfire through her 
eyes and knew she meant what she said. 


“Angel, you are in the hospital suffering from a serious 
concussion on top of shock. You aren’t leaving until the 
doctor clears you.” 

“| can’t just sit here while they have my baby.” A single 
tear leaked out of the corner of her eye and rolled down her 
cheek. 

Kade reached up and wiped it away. “Hush, moye serdste. 
We will get our son back, | swear it, but we can’t right this 
minute. You need to stay put, not just for you, but for our 
new little nugget. We can’t risk him.” 

He saw the fight drain out of her at the mention of the 
baby. He’d been half afraid she’d ignore the danger to their 
unborn baby and rush headfirst into danger for the son who 
was flesh and blood, but he should have known better. Angel 
might be a hothead, but she’d never risk her child. 

“| will wait until the doctor clears me, and then we are 
getting on the first flight out. That’s all the time I’m willing 
to give you.” 

It was better than nothing, he supposed. He couldn’t fault 
her. All he wanted to do himself was jump a plane and find 
his boy, but that wasn’t going to happen tonight. He might 
as well take his own advice and try to calm down. Conner 
would be here soon, and they could devise a plan. He just 
had to get through the next few hours. 

“Nik got you some food, but he might have eaten most of 
it.” Kade looked over to where the bag sat on the little 
hospital rolling cart thing the nurses put food trays on. He 
had no clue what it was actually called. “Do you think you 
can eat?” 

She nodded, rubbing her stomach absently. He 
remembered when she used to do that with Matthew. He 
stood and collected the food. They’d added plastic utensils. 
His girl would eat what was left of Nik’s food if her stomach 
cooperated. 

“You're not nauseated, are you?” He set the bag down 
beside her. “If you are and you eat, I’m not sure we can make 


it to the bathroom.” 

“I’m a little dizzy, but my stomach is behaving. His name’s 
Mateo. | don’t know if we should change it or not when we 
get him back.” 

Mateo? It sounded close to Matthew. “I don’t know, honey. 
We'll have to consult a child psychologist. God only knows 
what he’s been through.” And that was putting it mildly. If 
Juan Ramirez raised him, the kid had to have seen countless 
murders, with the possibility of torture. Hell, the psycho may 
have even had Matthew participate in them. What kind of 
damage had been done, and could it be corrected? 

“I’m afraid, Kade.” Angel opened her large container of 
lasagna. “What if he’s so broken we can’t fix him? You didn’t 
see the look on his face. It was so empty. No empathy. What 
if they turned our baby into a monster?” 

“He’s six years old, Angel. Kids are resilient. We will give 
him all the love and support he needs. He’s going to be 
Okay. | Swear it.” 

If only he believed it himself. But he was going to do 
everything in his power to show Matthew how much he was 
loved and that all the bad things were in the past. 

“You're right. I’m borrowing trouble. Even if he is a little 
monster, he’s ours, and we will fix him.” 

Kade’s smile was a little forced, and he hoped his wife 
couldn’t tell. He sat with her while she ate and told him 
everything she remembered about Matthew from yesterday. 
She drifted off to sleep talking about their son, her hand still 
pressed to her stomach. 

Please, God, he prayed, please take care of our son and 
help us help him when we get him back. 

It was all he could do until his brother arrived. 


os 





The hours ticked by. Kade nearly lost his mind waiting for 
his brother to show up. Between worrying about Matthew 
and trying to keep Angel from checking herself out, he was 
near his breaking point. She’d agreed to stay until the 
doctor cleared her. At first. Then her mother instincts kicked 
in, and it had been all he could do to keep her here. She was 
finally sleeping. Thank God for small miracles. 

He also had to contend with the nurses freaking out over 
one of their own being murdered. It was all they could talk 
about. He’d already had to warn them to keep their voices 
down. He refused to let Angel get more upset than she 
already was. Reliving what she’d been through was not on 
the menu for the night, even if the nurses were determined 
to keep talking about it. The hospital had also called in extra 
security, but it did little to alleviate the fear or the tension 
running rampant among the staff. 

The gasps he heard from the nurses’ station pulled his 
attention away from his phone and toward the desk. His 
brother was striding toward him. He could understand the 
women’s reaction. Conner was a good-looking motherfucker. 
Tall, hair darker than Kade’s, and smoldering black eyes. 
Women loved that smoldering look. So did men, for that 
matter. Conner was bisexual. His brothers knew, but their 
parents did not. They were Catholics, and Conner feared 
what they’d think of him. Kade thought they wouldn’t care 


because they loved him, but none of them pushed Conner 
on it. 

That wasn’t what put the darkness in his eyes though. 
He’d stayed in the Marines when Viktor decided to not enlist 
for a second tour. Conner had been part of some kind of 
special ops team that did shit he wasn’t allowed to talk 
about. He came back damaged with a darkness that ate 
away at the man he’d been. 

Hell, Conner had been the happiest, most carefree of them 
all. Always smiling, joking, and being straight-up fun. Kade 
hadn’t seen him crack a real smile since he’d come back a 
year ago. He’d been released early, not finishing his four- 
year tour. Conner refused to talk about it. Kade hoped one 
day he’d open up about what happened to him in 
Afghanistan. He wanted to help his brother come back from 
the dark hole he was in. 

But not right now. 

It was selfish. He knew it, but right now he needed the 
badass motherfucker standing in front of him. 

“Nikoli said to give this to you.” He handed Kade an 
envelope. “Said you were waiting for it.” 

“Where is he?” Kade accepted the envelope and tore into 
it. DNA results. He scanned it, and that tight band that had 
been constricting his airways since last night expanded and 
released its grip. The kid was his. He’d known it, but he 
hadn’t let himself believe it until this moment. His son really 
was alive. 

“DNA results?” Conner dropped his duffle bag and leaned 
against the nurses’ station, completely ignoring all the 
women staring at him. 

Kade nodded. “He’s mine.” 

Conner simply nodded, accepting it. “Let’s go somewhere 
we can talk.” 

Kade led him into Angel’s room and closed the door, 
leaving Watkins on duty. Fucker had better not let one more 
person slip past him. Kade was so furious it was all he could 


do to not beat the shit out of him. The only thing that 
stopped him was Angel. She was fond of the asshole. 

Conner walked over to the bed and gazed at the now 
sleeping Angel. “You forgot you were married to this looker, 
brat?” He snickered. “How drunk have you been the last six 
years?” 

Kade shook his head. The fact he’d forgotten he was 
married was a running joke among his brothers. They never 
let him forget it. It wasn’t that he’d forgotten so much as 
he’d not let himself think about it and bring back all the 
painful memories that came with remembering his Angel. 

Kade pulled his wallet out and removed the folded photo 
he’d stuck in there last night. “This is your nephew.” 

Conner walked over and took the photo, studying it. “This 
kid has seen some shit.” 

That was what Kade was afraid of. 

“He’s yours, though. No denying that.” Conner dropped 
into one of the empty chairs, keeping his voice down so as 
not to disturb Angel. “How do you want to get our kid back? 
Legal or a snatch and grab?” 

Kade smiled at the way Conner simply accepted he had a 
new nephew and called him our kid. God, he loved his 
family. “Legal is the best way. Nik pointed out it was going to 
be hard to explain how we suddenly just ‘found’ Matthew.” 

“We can do legal, but | have a plan B.” He pointed to his 
duffel bag. 

“We might need a plan B after what happened this 
afternoon.” He filled his brother in on the attempted hit on 
Angel. 

“Motherfucker.” 

Conner swore so loudly it woke Angel. She came awake, 
sitting straight up and staring wild-eyed around the room. 

“Shit, | didn’t mean to wake her up.” Conner stood and 
walked over to the bed, pulling Angel into a bear hug. 
“Welcome to the family, sestra.” 


“Angel, this is Conner.” Kade laughed when she squeaked. 
Conner sometimes didn’t know his own strength. “Let her 
breathe, brat.” 

“If this fucker forgets he’s married again, you let me know, 
and I'll beat his ass.” Conner kissed her on the forehead 
before releasing her. 

“If he forgets he’s married again, you'll have to get in line 
behind me. I’ll just shoot his ass.” 

“| like her.” Conner ruffled her hair. “It is good to meet you, 
sestra.” 

Angel took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She’d 
woken up from a nightmare, only to stare into the face of a 
man who scared her. It wasn’t just the expression in his onyx 
eyes. It was everything about him. His entire demeanor said 
“killer.” This man was a hardened killer. He’d been a soldier, 
and she knew Kade worried about him. Seeing him in 
person, she wasn’t sure he was wrong to worry. This man 
could do serious damage and walk away without giving a 
damn about the carnage he left behind. 

Emilio had scared her when he’d pressed a gun to her 
head, but Kade’s brother terrified her without doing 
anything. 

“It’s good to meet you too, Conner.” He might look like 
Viktor, but they were as different as daylight was to dark. 
Viktor inspired trust; Conner inspired a flight instinct. 

“Now, tell me about this fucker who touched you.” She 
jumped at the venom in his voice. 

“1...” She cleared her throat. “It was an old friend of my 
brother’s. He used to come over to the house a lot before 
Kade started hanging out.” 

“| need a name, sestra.” Conner’s hands clenched, and she 
shrank away from the anger vibrating off him. 

“| think you’re scaring her.” Kade came over and sat on the 
bed, taking her hand in his. “Is he scaring you?” 

Angel nodded, gripping Kade’s hand so tightly she was 
surprised he didn’t wince. 


Conner relaxed so fast, if she’d blinked, she’d have missed 
it. He even slouched a bit. It was amazing and terrifying. 

“I’m a scary motherfucker. | know it.” He sat in the chair 
Kade had vacated and took her other hand. His touch was 
gentle despite the coldness seeping out of his eyes. “You will 
never have need to fear me. You’re my sister, my family, and 
| will protect you with every breath | have. I’m sorry | scared 
you, but the thought of that bastard...” He stopped and took 
a deep breath. “I will make them suffer for taking your son 
and for threatening you. | Swear it.” 

Angel knew he was telling the truth, but it didn’t stop the 
unease from taking hold. This man was dangerous, but 
maybe that was what they needed to get Matthew back. She 
would trust him because Kade did, but she’d never fully be 
comfortable with him. It was a simple truth. The darkness in 
him scared her too much. 

“Now, we need to get this show on the road. Kade, you 
might want to call your contacts in the FBI. Sometimes it’s 
easier to deal with the feds than it is the local police force. 
You said you already had men on the ground?” 

“Yes, Dylan went down last night, and our best tracker 
should be landing shortly.” 

“Will she be safe here for a few hours by herself?” 

Angel bristled. They wanted to leave her behind? Oh, hell 
no. Before she could even open her mouth, Conner shushed 
her. 

“We're not leaving you behind, sestra. You deserve to be 
there when we make the bastards pay for taking our boy 
from you. | need to visit some friends and collect our arsenal. 
| need someone to watch my back.” 

“You get my husband killed, and you better hope God can 
hide you where | can’t find you.” Despite how much Conner 
scared her, he better damn well protect the man she loved 
more than anyone except her children. 

Conner didn’t even crack a smile. He nodded curtly. “1 
won’t get him killed.” 


Kade told him to go on and he'd follow him in a few 
minutes. 

Angel let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been 
holding when he left. “I don’t like this, Kade. Not one little 
bit.” 

“Conner knows what he’s doing. We have to be prepared 
in case shit goes sideways. We aren’t coming home without 
our child.” Kade took her face in his hands and kissed her 
softly. He looked her in the eyes, his forehead pressed 
against hers. “I promise.” 

“| love you, Kade Kincaid.” She pressed her lips to his 
again. “Come home to me. If you die, | will kill you.” 

He chuckled and pulled away. “I love you too, moye 
serdste.” 

She remembered the first time he’d told her she was his 
heart. They’d just made love, and he thought she was sound 
asleep. He’d whispered moye serdste and pulled her close. 
She’d used Google Translate the next day and found he’d 
called her his heart. It was the moment she’d started to fall 
in love with him. 

“I'll be back soon. Watkins is right outside, and | have 
more men throughout the hospital.” He gave her another 
quick kiss and left before she could stop him. 

What would she tell the nineteen-year-old girl who'd 
looked up into those laughing black eyes on the beach all 
those years ago? Would she tell her to run and never look 
back, or to hold on tight because the ending was worth all 
the pain they both suffered? 

She would tell her to hold on tight and never give up 
hope, even when it felt like she was drowning and would 
never come back up for air. The end was worth all the pain. 

Angel hoped her happily ever after would be just that, 
though. It had to be. She couldn’t lose everything again. She 
wouldn’t survive it. 

God had better not let her down. 


KKK 


Kade tried hard not to show any reaction when Conner 
drove them down a back alley that looked like something 
out of a horror movie. He was ninety-nine percent positive 
they were about to get murdered and chopped up, the 
pieces strewn throughout the dumpsters that littered the 
city. Where in fuck’s sake were they going? 

“You sure you know where you’re going?” Kade gripped 
the oh-shit handle, as he called it, when they narrowly 
missed hitting two guys huddled together against the wall of 
a crumbling, abandoned building. He was pretty sure they 
were sharing needles, but he didn’t look too long. 

“Would | be going this way if | didn’t?” 

“How the hell do | know?” Kade tensed when they started 
to slow down. Crack house. That was his first impression of 
the building with two very built black guys standing at the 
entrance. Several people of various ethnicities roamed 
around the front of the building looking very much like 
strung-out junkies. 

“Look, | did some checking. Los Muertos has a major hold 
in this city now. There are very few who don’t owe allegiance 
to them. This guy is one of the last holdouts.” 

“What makes you so sure they won’t hear the name 
Kincaid and turn us over to ensure they remain the last 
holdout?” Kade was nervous. He admitted it freely. Walking 
into gang territory without police backup was not cool. It 
reminded him of how he’d felt every single day he’d been 
undercover. The fear of being discovered as a police officer 
had been as real as the fear of being turned over to Los 
Muertos now. 

“They probably would if they knew our names were 
Kincaid.” Conner got out of the vehicle and left Kade to 
follow him. 

Dammit. Kade got out. They didn’t bother locking it. If the 
people here wanted to steal it or strip it, locking it wouldn’t 


deter them. 

“I’m here to see Andrew about a purchase.” Conner stared 
hard at the man in front of him. 

“Who the fuck are you?” 

“The Executioner. Who the fuck are you?” 

The big man shrank back from Conner. What the fuck? 
And why did he call himself the Executioner? 

“Go on in.” He moved aside and allowed the brothers 
entry. 

Inside, it was like walking into a memory. He’d been ina 
few manufacturing houses down in Miami. They seemed to 
be the same everywhere. Rows of tables were set up with 
people cutting powder and filling small distribution baggies. 
Another long row of tables held stacks of money being 
counted and sorted. On the opposite end, armed men 
lounged, laughing and joking, their whores being quiet or 
entertaining whichever man whose lap they sat on. 

Conner bypassed all this and headed for the staircase at 
the back. Kade followed him, trying not to stare too much. It 
would make them nervous, and they’d start asking 
questions. 

They hurried down the darkened hallway at the top and 
came to a stop at the door at the end, guarded by two more 
men. Conner told them the same as the first two, claiming to 
be the Executioner. He and Conner were going to have a 
serious talk about that name and why it terrified hardened 
drug dealers. 

Inside, Kade was shocked to see a very nice office. No 
crumbling walls, but new plaster. It was clean, efficient, and 
tidy. The black man who sat behind the desk, looking at his 
laptop screen, wasn’t what he thought the leader of this 
particular organization would look like. It wasn’t a gang, 
necessarily, but a drug distribution ring that probably did 
business with most of the gangs in the city. 

“Andrew.” 


Andrew looked up, the diamond stud in his ear winking in 
the light. His head was shaven clean, and the barest hint of 
a five o’clock shadow outlined his face. He looked more like 
a Wall Street trader in his expensive suit than a drug dealer. 

“You have me at a disadvantage.” His voice was cultured, 
deep, and his tone warned any fuckery would be met with 
hostility. 

“I’m the Executioner.” 

Something flickered in Andrew’s eyes, but Kade couldn’t 
place the emotion. It wasn’t anything good. 

“And what brings you here, Executioner?” 

“None of your people.” Conner sat, but Kade remained 
standing behind him. “I need weapons that can’t be traced.” 

“What kind of weapons?” 

“The kind | can’t get off the street. | need heavy artillery, 
automatic weapons that are clean. They can’t be attached to 
any other crimes.” 

“Why would you need...” 

“None of your business. | came here because you were 
highly recommended by mutual friends. If you can’t provide 
the service | need, I'll look elsewhere.” 

“| didn’t say that. | was just curious.” 

“Curiosity killed the cat.” The flat, cold tone made Kade 
Shiver. Who was this man, and what had he done with his 
little brother? 

Andrew tilted his head in an acquiesce. “So it did. When 
would you need the weapons?” 

“Within the next few hours.” 

Andrew’s nose flared. “I can have everything you need by 
nightfall.” 

“No.” Conner stood and tossed a scrap of paper on the 
desk. “You have three hours, or | move to the next person on 
my list. A list of everything | need is on that paper along 
with an untraceable cell number. Call before time is up, or 
the deal’s off.” 


He turned and walked toward the door. Kade wasted no 
time in hurrying after him. They strode down the hall, the 
stairs, and out the door. Their SUV sat where they’d left it, in 
one piece. He breathed a sigh of relief. He really hadn’t 
wanted to replace the vehicle. There were a lot of extra bells 
and whistles that were extremely expensive. 

Conner drove away and headed down several more side 
streets before emerging into the flow of traffic. 

“What the hell was all that, and why did you call yourself 
the Executioner?” 

“Nickname | picked up in the service.” He rolled his 
window down to let in some fresh air. “That was a business 
negotiation. Andrew Tolliver is someone who can get what | 
need when | need it. He just needs motivation to do as he’s 
told. Losing that much money is motivation enough.” 

“We need to go back to why the word ‘executioner’ scared 
the shit out of those guys.” 

Conner shrugged. “I’m a scary-ass motherfucker. You know 
this.” 

“That...” 

“Leave it alone, Kade.” His brother glanced at him, those 
black eyes looking more like those of a demon than the 
person he knew. “I’m not going to answer you, and it’s only 
going to piss me off. Leave. It. The. Fuck. Alone.” 

Kade was quiet the rest of the way back to the office. 
Conner asked if he could borrow one of the company cars to 
take care of a few more errands. He said he’d swing by the 
hospital and get Kade when it was time to pick up the 
shipment. 

No wonder Angel had been scared of his brother. Kade was 
a little afraid too. What happened to him in Afghanistan? 
Executioner was a nickname. God only knew what he’d done 
to earn it. At this point, he wasn’t sure if his brother could 
come back from the dark place he was in...or if he even 
wanted to. 


His head spun with all the problems currently invading it. 
He pushed everything out and focused on one thing. 
Matthew. Once they got his son back, he could figure out a 
way to help Conner. Make him remember the man he used to 
be. Kade knew his brother would never be the same man as 
before, but if he could find a way to bring out glimmers of 
the old Conner, he’d live with it. 

That was a problem for next week, though, and one he’d 
need all his brothers’ help with. 

Today was about Matthew. 

And they would be bringing him home. 


Chop slew 
ay 


The smell of food woke Angel. She was starving, having 
only picked at the food Nikoli brought her. She’d been too 
upset to eat. Now, though, her stomach growled. 

“I'd recognize that growl anywhere.” Kade leaned down 
and kissed her. “Hungry much, little mama?” 

She laughed and opened her eyes. “Starved.” 

“Good. | picked up your favorite from Joe’s. | still can’t 
believe Nik convinced him to move his shop here to New 
York.” 

Joe’s was a restaurant Nik fell in love with back in Boston. 
It was his and Lily’s go-to place when they wanted to have 
good food and not be bothered. Angel remembered Nik 
telling her he’d taken Lily on their first date there, not 
because he thought she'd like it, but because it was the one 
place he figured none of her friends would be. Much to his 
disgust, her best friend, Adam, had shown up. 

“Well, when you have millions of dollars and offer to invest 
in the restaurant to get the owner, who is also your good 
friend, to move, I’m betting it doesn’t take too much 
persuasion.” 

“Kid was a multi-millionaire by the time he was twenty.” 
Kade shook his head and rolled the little hospital tray over 
to her bed. He’d set out the classic Reuben sandwich, fries, 
and a bottle of Coke. Her stomach let it be known quite 
loudly it needed to be fed. 


“He earned it, though.” And he had. Nikoli worked his ass 
off for every ounce of success he had. Her stomach growled 
again when the smell of the food hit her nose. 

“| forgot how much your stomach talked when you were 
pregnant.” Kade pulled up a chair and unwrapped his own 
sandwich. 

“Hey!” Angel stuck her tongue out at him. “I’m eating for 
two. I’m allowed to be starved all the time.” 

“You eat as much as you want, baby.” 

“So, you're still going to love me when | look like a whale 
from all this food you’ve just given me permission to eat as 
much of as | want?” 

“| will always love you, no matter what you look like. You 
could gain four hundred pounds, and I'd still love you. | 
might haul your ass to the gym every day, but I’d love you.” 

And that was why she loved him. He would love her no 
matter what. It was the simplest truth there was. He’d 
proven it time and time again. 

“You're perfect, Angelique Renee Kincaid.” He took her 
hand, kissing the palm. “Don’t you know that? You are 
absolutely perfect to me.” 

Her heart melted. This man. God, how she loved him. 

“You're going to make me cry.” She blinked back tears. 

He smiled, the warmth bleeding out of his expression 
forcing the tears to erupt. Had to be the hormones. 

Angel took the tissue he handed her and blew her nose. 
She’d been prone to crying at the drop of a hat the last few 
weeks. Combined with her queasiness, she should have 
guessed she was pregnant. Her gaze landed on two 
suitcases standing against the wall across from the bed. 
“What’s with the suitcases?” 

“We're booked for the ten o'clock flight to Miami in the 
morning. | packed a few things earlier for both of us. | 
thought we go straight to JFK from here when they release 
you.” 


“| thought you might try to sneak off without me.” She 
wiped her eyes with another tissue. 

“| thought about it.” He took a swig of the root beer he’d 
gotten for himself. Nasty stuff. She had no idea how he could 
stomach it. “But then | knew you’d just lose Watkins and 
come by yourself.” 

“You got that right.” She would have done exactly that, 
calling Kade a bastard the entire way. It was her favorite 
curse word to describe him. When he’d first come back into 
her life, that was what she’d called him. He’d forced her to 
let him keep her safe under police protection, never 
bothering to tell her he planned on being that police 
protection. At least it had forced them to deal with the past 
and for the truth to come out. It ended up with them back 
together as it always should have been. 

“Why fight the inevitable?” He shrugged and bit into his 
sandwich. “Il thought maybe we could swing by the old 
house and then the graveyard while we’re there.” 

She froze, fry mid-way to her mouth. “Is it safe?” 

“No, but | plan on having police protection while we do it.” 

Kade watched the hope spring to life in her eyes. He’d 
called his old boss at the BAU and explained the situation to 
him. The man had agreed to send two agents to help him 
and coordinate with Miami PD. Since Mathew had been 
kidnapped, his boss said it fell under the BAU’s field of 
expertise. The agents would meet them at the Miami police 
department tomorrow. 

“| really get to visit Peter’s grave?” 

“Yes, baby, you really get to visit your brother’s grave.” 

“But what about the police here? Won’t they want to 
question me before we leave town? | did see that poor 
nurse...” She broke off, wrapping her arms around herself. It 
pained Kade to see how much she blamed herself over the 
nurse’s death. It wasn’t her fault, though. The cartel didn’t 
leave witnesses behind. 


“| already called and spoke to the detective. He’ll be here 
first thing in the morning to take your statement. Watkins 
kept them from questioning you when they came by earlier.” 

“You did a lot while | was asleep. Did you and Conner get 
your business taken care of?” 

Kade nodded. He wasn’t going to tell her about the crack 
house or going back to collect more weapons than he’d ever 
seen in his life. And how the fuck Conner came up with that 
much money blew his mind. No, he wasn’t telling Angel any 
of that. She’d only get upset, and then she’d blow up on 
Conner. His brother scared her, but when it came to 
protecting her family, she was a holy terror herself. 

“| got dessert too. Milkshakes from McDonald’s, but | 
thought it would do.” He pulled the envelope from his jacket 
pocket. “I have something else for you too.” 

He handed her the envelope and watched her forehead 
crease as she tried to make sense of what she was reading. 
“It’s the DNA results. He’s ours.” 

“| didn’t need this to know he was mine.” Angel folded the 
paper, put it back into the envelope, and handed it back to 
Kade. “I knew it the minute | saw him. | should never have 
doubted myself.” 

“A mother knows her child.” Kade smiled softly. “Scoot 
over.” 

“Didn't they threaten to ban you from my room if they 
caught you in bed with me again?” Angel laughed when he 
shrugged. Leave it to her husband to flaunt rules. 

“It’s not like I’m going to finger fuck you. You’re recovering 
from a concussion and shock.” 

“Who says I’m too ill to be finger fucked?” The idea 
excited her, especially with the nurses coming and going so 
often. She’d always been an exhibitionist. Her past as a 
stripper attested to that. Kade, though, was as prudish as 
they came, and she loved him more because of it. 

When she scooted over, she moved a little too fast. The 
walls spun slightly. Not as bad as before, but still enough to 


make her close her eyes. 

“That says you’re too ill to be finger fucked.” Kade slid in 
beside her, his arm pulling her close. “Tomorrow will be soon 
enough for fucking.” 

“Spoilsport.” She cuddled into him and reached for her 
Sandwich at the same time, feeling more content than she 
had all day. She was tucked up against her husband, good 
food, her child safely growing beneath her heart, and with a 
plan to rescue her other child. She knew it would be difficult, 
but she could handle difficult. 

“| was thinking that as soon as we get Matthew back, we 
should renew our vows.” Kade filched a fry from her plate. 
“What better way to solidify our family than to go before 
God and recommit ourselves and our family?” 

That had to be the sweetest thing he’d ever said to her. 
Kade knew how religious she was. Sure, she never pushed 
her religion on anyone, and she didn’t really talk about it, 
but her parents had ingrained a healthy respect for the 
Church in both her and her brother, Peter. 

Kade grew up in the Church, but he didn’t really think 
about it as much as she did. For him, he knew God existed, 
but he didn’t go to services, and she suspected he rarely 
prayed. Not because he wasn’t raised to be devout. He’d just 
suffered a lot in life that steered him away from prayer and 
churchgoing. This offer from Kade spoke to his love for her 
more than his love of the Church. 

A tear leaked out, and she brushed it away. Damn 
hormones. 

“Hey, now, sweetheart, | didn’t mean to make you cry.” He 
Swiped at another tear that escaped. “I thought this would 
make you happy.” 

“It does.” She hiccupped. “I don’t know why I’m crying. 
Stupid hormones.” 

“| know our first wedding wasn’t what you wanted. It was 
in front of the justice of the peace with your brother and 
Jasmine as witnesses.” 


“And a white summer dress from Target. Not even close to 
a wedding dress.” She remembered that day vividly. It had 
been pouring down rain. At the time, she thought it was a 
bad omen, and later, after the losing the baby and Peter’s 
murder, she’d thought she should have listened to her 
instincts about the rain. Rain, however, was not a bad omen. 
It was a very good omen, so in retrospect, that good omen 
had brought her and Kade back together again. 

“| think Peter grouched about that dress more than you 
did.” Kade chuckled, and it vibrated through her. She loved 
his laugh. It made her want to grin all the time. 

“He was pissed about the whole thing. He wanted me to 
have a church wedding but gave in when you said your 
family couldn’t come.” 

“| did a lot of lying back in those days.” The somber tone 
that slid over her this time made her tense. He had lied so 
much back then. She’d never really known him, only the 
pieces he allowed her to see. “I wanted so much to tell you 
everything, but my handler wouldn’t let me. | was scared 
shitless you’d leave me when you found out the truth, so | 
didn’t push him.” 

“| would have left you.” Angel turned so she could look 
him in the eyes. “I was a stubborn, hotheaded ass who 
thought | knew everything. | would have left, and Peter still 
would have died. Stop blaming yourself for everything. We 
can’t change the past. We can only move forward and try to 
make the future better than what we left behind us.” 

“You are a wise woman, wife.” He swooped down and 
kissed her. Her toes curled when he deepened the kiss, and 
she wanted to yank him back the moment he withdrew. “Ah- 
ah, woman. Do you want me to get kicked out?” 

“No.” She settled back against him, aroused and knowing 
there wasn’t a damn thing Kade could do about it. Bastard. 

“Then stop acting like a spoiled brat.” He took the sting 
out of the words with a kiss to her temple. “Eat, get some 
sleep, and tomorrow we'll be on our way to Florida.” 


“If it’s a boy, | want to name him Peter.” 

Kade was silent for a moment. “I think that’s a great idea, 
baby. Peter Ronin Kincaid.” 

“Your father’s name?” Angel asked, surprised. She was 
certain he’d want to add in his own name. 

“Yes. I’m worried about him. He’s had this ongoing cough 
for a while. | think Dimitri talked him into going to the 
doctor, but I’m afraid. | want him to meet his grandson 
named for him in case he’s sick.” 

“Then we'll name him Ronin Peter. We don’t want the kid 
picked on and called names. Peter was tormented in school 
over his name.” 

Kade laughed and hugged her. “Thank you, baby.” 

“You're very welcome. Now, let’s eat before my stomach 
claws its way out to reach the food.” 

They settled in for the night, and Angel couldn’t really 
think of anything but tomorrow and the flight to Miami. She 
would have her baby back soon. 

And if anyone stood between her and her son, God help 
them. 


Chop Potten 
ah 


The morning had rushed by. Between another CT, the 
police detectives, and the general nonsense of getting 
released from the hospital, Angel had been about ready to 
scream. 

Security was yet another hassle at the airport. TSA held 
her up, doing one of their random searches and chemical 
tests. Just her luck to be the recipient of the special 
attention. It wasn’t until they were in the air and on their 
way that she’d relaxed. 

Conner met them when they landed. The what-the-fuck 
look on her face prompted Kade to explain his brother had 
driven down last night. Conner wouldn’t have been able to 
transport weapons on the plane. They’d have tossed his ass 
in jail. 

“Get in. We have company.” 

Shit. Angel glanced around, but she didn’t see anything 
out of the ordinary. Then again, she wasn’t trained for that. 
She hustled and got in the back seat with Kade. Conner 
tossed their luggage in the back then climbed in the vehicle. 

“How many?” Kade kept his voice low and calm, but Angel 
could see his white knuckles. 

“At least four, maybe more. | spotted them about five 
minutes before your plane landed. You'll find guns in the 
duffle bag back there. Yours should be on top.” 

Angel hated guns. Hated them, but she wasn’t about to 
complain this second. Kade pulled out some kind of large 


handgun and tested it out. 

“We don’t want to shoot up the freeway with an 
automatic.” Kade tossed the bag onto Angel’s lap after 
extracting his personal Beretta. “Go straight to the police 
station. Some of my team from the BAU will be waiting for us 
there.” 

“| figured. | already have the GPS set for it.” 

“No.” Angel looked at the route on the GPS and shook her 
head. “That will take you straight into the heart of the traffic. 
Cut off on the next left and go straight through seven lights, 
then turn left. The police station will be three lights after 
that.” 

“She grew up around here. I’d trust her.” 

Conner shrugged and did as she told him. Angel had no 
wish to get stuck in traffic and not be able to defend 
themselves if the cartel decided to make a move while they 
were stalled. 

“| forgot how fucking humid it is down here.” Kade wiped 
his brow. “Is the AC on?” 

Conner turned the AC on full blast, and the cool air hit 
Angel in the face. While it was still technically spring, the 
heat in Florida had kicked in full force. It would be even 
hotter come summer. She turned her attention to the streets 
they passed. Kids played outside in the small suburb they 
were going through. Sprinklers were turned on, and several 
children were squealing as they ran back and forth under 
them. Palm trees swayed in the wind the closer they got to 
the beach. She’d missed this place so much. 

Angel had liked Boston well enough, and New York was... 
well, it was New York. Nothing truly compared to it, but 
Miami had been her home for the first twenty years of her 
life. She loved it from the unbearable humidity to the 
overcrowded beaches. The ocean at night had been her 
favorite place. Her mom used to take her and Peter to play 
on the beach at night. She’d sit beside her mother and listen 


to the sound of the surf hitting the rocks. It had been the 
most soothing sound she’d ever heard. 

It was the memory of her mother she cherished the most. 
After her mother died, she’d sneak out of the house at night 
and go to the beach and listen to the waves crash against 
the tide wall. It scared Peter senseless when he figured out 
what she was doing. He forbade her to do it again unless he 
was with her. She hadn’t been wise to the world back then, 
not knowing what could happened to an unchaperoned kid 
late at night on an almost deserted beach. 

And then there was Kade. She’d met him here. Granted, 
their first meeting had not gone as she would have 
expected. She’d just come in from changing the oil in her 
car, her face and hands streaked with motor oil. God only 
knew what he thought the first time he’d seen her. She’d 
been so embarrassed she’d run to her room and stayed there 
until she was sure he and Peter had left. She laughed softly 
to herself thinking about it. She’d been such a child back 
then. 

But she hadn’t been a child when he’d walked into the 
strip club where she worked. In fact, Angel was pretty sure 
she’d blown his mind when she danced that night. She’d 
been dancing just for him, wanting to prove the dirty little 
grease monkey wasn’t who she really was. 

It had been a while later when he’d found her on the 
beach, lounging with Jasmine and some of the other girls 
from the club. He’d grinned with such confidence and said, 
“Hi.” That had been the real start of their relationship. She’d 
met him in Miami, fallen in love and married him here, and 
lost their child. She’d been devastated by him in a hospital 
and learned to hate him here. Miami held the best and worst 
memories of her life. 

It was home. 

“You okay?” Kade nudged her, concerned. 

“I'm fine, just thinking about the past.” 


His forehead creased with his frown. “Don’t get lost in the 
past, moye serdste. We're only focusing on the future, 
remember?” 

“Yes, | know, but it’s good to remember the past. | was 
thinking of the first time you saw me strip and the look on 
your face.” 

“Strip?” Conner turned his head to look back at her for a 
moment, curiosity all over his face. “You worked as a 
stripper?” 

“Exotic dancer,” Kade clarified, and Angel laughed out 
loud. Stripping was stripping. 

“| danced, but | was a stripper. Kade hated it.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with being a stripper.” Conner 
turned his attention back to the road. “Strippers make more 
money than some executives do.” 

“See, your brother gets it.” Angel settled back and went to 
move the duffle bag off her lap, but Kade stopped her. 

“| might need to change guns quickly if these guys decide 
to start shooting. Leave it in your lap.” 

There went that idea. “Are they still following us?” 

Kade nodded. “Three cars.” 

“Four.” Conner pointed to a car barely visible between the 
houses on their right side. It was driving down a parallel 
street. “My guess is they’re going to try to box us in at the 
end of this street.” 

“| really don’t want to get into a gunfight here.” Kade 
checked his weapon, noticing how pale Angel was. He knew 
she despised guns. It was a bone of contention between 
them from the moment they’d met. She’d always nagged 
Peter about his, and then Kade when he became a 
permanent fixture in both their lives. She’d told him she’d 
give up stripping when he got rid of his guns right after 
they’d gotten engaged. Wasn’t happening then and sure as 
hell wasn’t happening now. 

“Yeah, too many kids who can get caught in the crossfire.” 
Conner kicked down on the gas, and Kade and Angel were 


thrown back at the sudden burst of speed. 

“Hey!” Kade shot his brother an angry look, while trying to 
keep Angel from face-planting against the seat in front of 
her. 

“Sorry, we need to go. There’s five.” Conner leaned 
forward, and the car went faster. 

Kade barked at Angel to put on her seatbelt while he got 
ready in case gunfire erupted. This was one of KS&I’s SUVs, 
which meant the windows were bulletproof, but that meant 
shit if their tires got blown. 

The sound of motors revving reached him. The cartel’s 
cars were older models, muscle cars meant for racing. He 
didn’t know as much about cars as Nik did, but he’d seen 
enough of his brother’s racing cars to recognize what the 
ones behind them were. They could outrun this SUV in a 
heartbeat. He’d need to look into finding ways to make 
these things faster. 

“We’re not going to outrun them.” 

“| fucking know that!” Conner spat. “Let me think.” 

He twisted the car at the end of the block, barely missing 
the Mustang that came around the corner the same time he 
did. Fuckers. Kade looked back to see all five cars following 
them. How the fuck were they going to get out of this one? 

Damn, he was a stupid fucker. He called Jeremy Bradford, 
the FBI agent waiting for him at the police department. 

“Bradford.” 

“Jeremy, we have five cars on our tail. They followed us 
from the airport.” 

“Location?” 

Kade looked around and spotted a street sign. “We just 
turned onto Northwest 20*, heading to Perimeter Road.” 

“Stay on that heading and I'll have cruisers intercept you.” 
The phone disconnected, and Kade tossed it at Angel. 

“Backup is on the way. Stay straight until you get to the 
turnoff for Perimeter.” 

“Gotcha.” 


Kade noticed the cars behind slowed just a fraction. 
Conner must have noticed it as well, because his grip on the 
steering wheel should have broken it in two. 

“They might have a listening device.” Conner didn’t let up 
on the gas. 

“They can’t have bugged the car.” Kade craned his head 
to watch the vehicles behind them. “Unless they followed 
you down here.” 

“That’s possible, but they don’t have to have bugged the 
car. There are devices that will allow you to listen from a 
certain distance away. They magnify voices.” Conner turned 
on the stereo and maxed out the volume. “You should know 
this, brat. You’re in private security.” 

Fucker would have to point out a shortcoming, wouldn’t 
he? The brothers were notorious for that, though, so Kade 
didn’t hold it against him. Truthfully, he should have known. 
Just one more thing to get up to speed on. 

Bullets rang out of nowhere, hitting the glass and 
sounding like a hail storm. Angel yelped, but didn’t scream, 
much to Kade’s relief. He had no time to calm her down 
between trying to find a good angle to shoot from and tune 
out Conner’s cursing and the blare of the music. He needed 
to focus. 

He rolled down his window just enough to get the muzzle 
of the gun out and aim at any car that rolled up beside 
them. He didn’t have to wait long. The old yellow Mustang 
appeared in his line of sight first. Kade ignored the driver 
and aimed at the wheels. Two shots, and the tire blew, 
spinning the Mustang out of control. One down, four to go. 

The roar of another engine muffled the sound of shattering 
glass. An old model Dodge pulled alongside them and got 
off a shot before Kade could. The glass held, and he aimed at 
the guy hanging out of the passenger window. Three short 
shots, and he smiled tightly when the fucker dropped his 
gun on the pavement. Kade prided himself on his aim. He 
practiced daily. 


He hit the car’s back wheel on the first shot. This driver 
must have been expecting it because he controlled the spin 
and kept the car alongside them. The gunman had a new 
gun in his hand, which was dripping blood. He took his cues 
from Kade and shot at their wheels. 

Conner was zigzagging now, probably having seen what 
was happening through his side mirror. His brother was 
quick on his feet and stomped the brakes, letting the Dodge 
get in front of them. He then rammed the car and drove it 
into the clump of trees on the edge of the street. Whipping 
the car around, he shot forward on the connecting street 
that led to Perimeter. 

“Where the fuck did you learn to drive?” Kade hissed when 
his head bounced against the window. That was going to 
hurt later. 

“Afghanistan.” 

Police sirens sounded, but Conner made no move to slow 
down. He just put his foot on the gas and sped up. Kade 
didn’t blame him. There were still three cars following them, 
albeit a little more cautiously. Conner never stopped when 
they met the four police cruisers that converged on them. 
He just kept driving, listening to Angel’s directions. 

A police cruiser pulled in behind them, his blue lights 
flashing, but still Conner kept driving until they parked in 
front of the Miami Police Department. The officer got out 
cussing, but Conner ignored him. 

“Everybody okay?” He looked over Angel, very aware she 
was pregnant. Kade suspected he’d not driven like he’d 
wanted to for fear of doing something to harm the baby. 

“We're fine.” Kade got out of the car and waited for the 
officer to finally calm down. “Are you done?” 

That only incited the older man to another round of 
cussing. Kade understood they’d technically fled the scene 
of an accident, but he wasn’t giving the cartel the 
opportunity to murder them. He sent a text to Jeremy to 
come collect them before they were arrested. Conner got out 


of the car and opened Angel’s door, helping her out. Kade 
knew he was hiding the bag of weapons in one of the secret 
compartments in the vehicle. Letting the police know they 
were packing illegal weapons wasn’t the best move. 

Jeremy Bradford walked out into the noon sunshine and 
squinted before putting on his shades. He was tall, his skin a 
creamy caramel. He knew Jeremy’s mother was white and his 
father black, which attested to the man’s light hazel eyes. 
Angel called him drool-worthy, gorgeous eye candy, which 
never sat well with Kade. 

Kade handed over his weapon to Bradford. “I shot out 
tires, and | think | nicked one of them on the hand.” 

“Officer, thank you, but I’ve got this.” Jeremy collected 
Kade’s weapon. “You can go now.” 

“The hell | will. These people were the cause of a major 
accident! They need to be arrested.” 

“These people were the ones you were sent to protect from 
the cartel following them.” Jeremy lowered his glasses and 
stared the man down. “Kincaid is a former FBI agent who’s 
been reinstated for this case. Do you really want to cause a 
pissing match between your division and the FBI?” 

The officer looked like he wanted to argue, but his 
common sense was catching up to him. He closed his mouth 
and stomped back to his vehicle. 

“That went well.” Conner leaned against the vehicle, 
watching Jeremy. Kade knew that look. It always made him 
uncomfortable knowing his brother liked both men and 
women, but he accepted it because he loved his brother. 
He’d support him as long as his choices made him happy. 

Angel leaned in toward Conner, and Kade heard her 
whisper, “He’s single.” 

“Is he, now?” Conner’s grin came out full of the promise of 
dark things. Jeremy cleared his throat. Kade had no idea if 
Jeremy was gay or bisexual or straight, but he knew his 
brother could make a straight man want to experiment. He 
had, in fact, done that to a few men Kade knew of. If he set 


his sights on Jeremy, this could turn out to be an interesting 
trip in more ways than one. 

“Let’s get you lot inside before more Los Muertos decides 
it’S Open season.” Jeremy turned and walked into the 
building a little faster than he’d emerged. 

Kade saw his brother grin and his dark eyes glow with the 
intent of a predator. 

This was definitely going to be interesting. 


—s 


Allison Bentley waited for them in the conference room 
that had been set aside by the police chief. She already had 
whiteboards full of known Los Muertos hierarchy. Kade 
zeroed in the picture that stood by itself at the top. Tomas 
Rivera. He looked mean as sin. In the movies, the leaders of 
the cartel always looked handsome and dangerous. Not 
Tomas. He wasn’t even slightly handsome. His ugly mug 
promised pain to anyone who brought harm to him or those 
he cared for. Or his business. 

“Hey, Ally.” Kade gave her a quick hug. She’d been his 
partner the last year he’d been with the bureau. Allison was 
more than pretty; she was beautiful, but she didn’t realize it. 
It was the same kind of beauty Angel had, and it made them 
both more attractive for their lack of knowing how stunning 
they were. “Let me introduce you to my wife, Angel, and my 
brother, Conner.” 

“Charmed.” Conner took her hand and kissed the back. He 
was laying on the charm. Jeremy shook his head and settled 
into one of the chairs around the table. Maybe he was 
grateful Conner’s attention had shifted from him to Allison, 
but Kade knew his brother well. He would go after them both 
if he really wanted to. 

Allison blushed and quickly pulled her hand away. She was 
a no-nonsense kind of girl who would put his brother in his 
place if he came on too hard. As far as Kade knew, she 
wasn’t in a relationship, but he hadn’t seen her in months. 


“It’s good to meet you both. Now, if you'll sit, I’ll show you 
what we’ve come up with.” 

Conner’s lips quirked at her dismissive tone, but he 
ambled over and sat beside Jeremy, his big frame dwarfing 
the chair. He adjusted it, and in the process, inched it closer 
to Jeremy, who shot him a sideways glance. 

Angel was trying her best to hide her smile. She’d gotten 
to know Jeremy a little in Boston. Kade doubted she knew his 
sexual orientation, though. He had to admit it was a little 
funny. Conner was making no secret about his interest in 
Jeremy, who seemed to be trying to run from him. 

Before she could start, Dylan and Max came through the 
door, followed by their new hire, Cole Daniels. He wasn’t 
what Conner expected. He was lean, built, and had a 
carefree look about him. Very casual in jeans and a Bob 
Dylan t-shirt. His shaggy brown hair leaned more to 
someone who'd just rolled out of bed than either a police 
officer or a security consultant. Not a great first impression. 
He hoped Viktor knew what he was doing when he hired 
him. 

“This is the rest of my team.” Kade motioned them to take 
their seats. “Max, Dylan, and Cole.” 

Introductions were made, and Max tossed a file folder on 
the table. Inside were photos of Matthew playing in a garden 
behind a gated fence. “He’s at Rivera’s compound. Security 
is tight, armed guards every four feet no matter where you 
are on the property.” 

“That’s why we’re here.” Allison picked up the photos and 
looked through them, her voice melodic and soothing. Kade 
suspected she had a lovely singing voice, though he’d never 
even heard her hum. “You need to be legally able to enter 
the compound.” 

“But that’s the problem.” Jeremy took the opportunity to 
inch away from Conner by pretending to lean forward and 
adjust his chair. Conner only followed him, his arm brushing 
against Jeremy’s. “The DNA test you ran...” Jeremy cleared 


his throat, clearly rattled. “The DNA test isn’t valid. It was 
illegal. You didn’t have permission from the child’s legal 
guardian, who we've discovered is Tomas Rivera.” 

“And there’s not a shot in hell he’ll give that to us.” Kade 
Sat back, his mind going to plan B. Conner might be their 
only shot at getting the boy back, but then how did they 
manage to keep him when he wasn’t legally theirs? 

“Afraid not.” Allison nodded. “But | have had a warrant 
drawn up for his DNA, providing all the information you gave 
me as well as the photos you texted. The kid looks like you, 
Kade. There’s no denying that, but | don’t know if that’s 
enough.” 

“It hasn't been signed yet, though?” Kade asked, watching 
Allison watch his brother and Jeremy. She had no idea what 
she was getting into. Conner would eat her alive and leave 
her heart bloody. He made a mental note to talk to her. 

“No. | was waiting to see if your guys could provide more 
information.” 

Dylan nodded and opened his laptop. “The hospital 
records indicate a baby boy was born premature at twenty 
weeks on the same day your son was pronounced dead. He 
was given the surname Ramirez, his parents’ names left 
blank on the birth certificate.” 

“Medical records are confidential.” Allison was still flipping 
through Max’s photos, studying them. “How did you get 
them?” 

“Birth records are not confidential. They’re a matter of 
public record. | didn’t ask anything medical. The woman | 
spoke to in medical records volunteered that information 
with no prompting from me.” 

Allison pursed her lips but nodded. “I'll make it work. 
Anything else?” 

“Does the fact Tomas Rivera took custody of the boy help? 
Kade did kill his little brother in a drug raid.” 

“It can’t hurt.” Allison put the photos down and scribbled 
on her notepad sitting at the head of the table. “We'll be 


trying to get a judge to sign it and delivered with the 
stipulation the boy isn’t to be moved from Miami-Dade 
County.” 

Angel sat and listened quietly as they discussed ways to 
get her son back. Her biggest fear going this route was that 
they’d whisk Matthew out of the country as soon as the 
warrant was served. They could fly him anywhere, and she’d 
be right back to where she’d been the last six years. Her 
arms empty and her heart bleeding. 

Allison began her spiel about the cartel, but Angel tuned 
her out. There wasn’t anything she could say Angel didn’t 
already know. She grew up here, and Los Muertos was 
something everyone who lived in Miami Knew about. She 
didn’t need to know the names or the faces. It didn’t make 
the cartel any less dangerous. It didn’t make what they 
would do to Matthew any more real to her. She kept 
expecting to see a package show up with a finger or a toe in 
it. That was how they dealt with their enemies. Mutilation of 
their loved ones. 

No. She wouldn’t think like that. Instead, she focused on 
Conner and Jeremy. It distracted her watching Kade’s brother 
work his magic. He was big and scary, but right now, that 
wasn’t the vibe he was throwing out. She could almost 
believe she was wrong about him. He looked sexy as hell as 
he lounged, his eyes moving between Jeremy and Allison. 
She knew he was bisexual, and now she wondered if he’d go 
after Jeremy or Allison. 

But what if he wanted them both? 

This could be the distraction she needed to stop thinking 
about her child being butchered. Allison kept sneaking 
glances at Conner as she worked and pointed out various 
people on her whiteboard. Allison definitely had a healthy 
dose of lust for Conner. Did she notice the way he was 
hitting on Jeremy? Did she care? Angel had no clue, but she 
was going to find out. 


“We have a plan.” Jeremy stood and all but ran to the 
whiteboard to stand beside Allison, whose breath hitched. 
What was this? Did Allison like Jeremy? The tangled web 
that was being woven in this room was worthy of one of 
Dimitri’s or Lily’s novels. “We’ll execute the warrant as soon 
as it’s signed. The ME is on standby to go with the officers to 
Ramirez’s compound. There’s nothing else anyone can do 
today, so | suggest you go to the hotel and wait.” 

“Will we be safe there?” Angel finally spoke up. “The cartel 
knows we’re here. What’s to stop them from following us to 
the hotel?” 

“| have a police escort for you and round-the-clock 
protection.” Allison gave her a reassuring smile. “Everything 
that can be done has been done.” 

“And I’m going back to make sure they don’t move the 
boy.” Dylan stood, getting ready to leave. “Max, you'll come 
with me in case they move him. We’ll need to track him. 
Cole, you'll be the liaison between us, the department, and 
the feds.” 

“Sure thing.” Cole nodded. “I need to check in with my 
contacts here, so I’ll report in tonight on what I’ve been able 
to dig up.” 

“And where will you two be staying?” Conner’s question 
seemed innocent enough, but Allison’s deep blush belied 
that. Jeremy ignored him. 

“We'll be staying in the same hotel, but we can’t leave just 
yet. We need to get this warrant signed and executed.” 

“But you'll be back later tonight?” Conner asked, his eyes 
lazily sweeping over them both. 

“We'll check in when we get back and let everyone know 
what happened.” Jeremy stressed the word everyone, Angel 
suspected for Conner’s benefit. She’d caught the way he’d 
been staring at Conner. There was interest there, but she 
suspected it bothered Jeremy he was having a reaction to 
Conner. She needed to suss out if Conner was wasting his 


time. She liked Jeremy and didn’t want him to be 
uncomfortable. 

They all said their goodbyes and exited the building. True 
to Allison’s word, a police escort waited. Jasper should 
already be at the hotel with their own security team. He’d 
flown down ahead of them to make sure the hotel’s security 
was sufficient. It was the same one Nik used when he came 
down here to race. They were apparently very good at 
keeping their clients under wraps. Angel hoped the cartel 
didn’t have their claws into this place. Nik had been coming 
here for years. Surely the cartel would have recognized his 
last name if they owned a piece of the hotel. 

“So, your friends...” 

Angel laughed outright when Kade started shaking his 
head. “Hands off, Conner. They’re here to work, not entertain 
you.” 

“They can do both.” He shrugged and pulled out behind 
the second patrol car. Two more followed them. “I know | 
want to do both.” 

Kade’s face flamed up, and Angel cackled at her prude. 
“Conner, just...that is not right, man, not even a little bit.” 

“What?” Conner leaned his head back against the 
headrest. “Is Allison single? Your wife already spilled the 
beans about sexy Agent Bradford.” 

“Conner, my friends are not your toys.” Kade took a deep 
breath, and it was all Angel could do to not burst out in 
giggles. She’d known Conner’s’ sexuality made Kade 
uncomfortable, but now that she was seeing it, it was as bad 
as when he’d walked in on Nikoli’s kink closet. His little 
brother was into domination and submission, but not 
hardcore. He’d never harm a hair on Lily’s head. He just liked 
to be in control in the bedroom. Kade really had no idea of 
kink, something she planned on changing. 

“Of course they’re not toys.” Conner shifted, checking the 
mirror. “I can get toys if they’re into that, though. It’s not an 
issue.” 


He said it with such a straight face, Kade gaped at him. 

“| think you’ve caused an aneurism.” Angel grinned when 
Kade’s face turned bright red and the vein at the side of his 
head started to throb. “Mr. Prude, here, has no sense of 
adventure.” 

“He is a prude.” Conner hummed as he drove. 

“lam not a prude,” Kade spluttered. “Just for that, there 
will be no finger fucking tonight.” 

She stuck her tongue out at him and settled into his side. 
“Is Allison single?” 

“| have no idea. It’s been months since | talked to her.” 

“Was she single?” Conner asked, turning the radio on. 

“She was.” Kade grimaced at the rap music that blared out 
of the radio. “Do we have to listen to this?” 

“Yes.” Conner ignored Kade’s pleas to find something they 
all could agree on. “I’m driving. | pick the music.” 

“So, what’s the plan?” Angel interrupted the argument 
about to ensue. Her head ached, and while the music caused 
it to hurt more, she’d deal with it. “Do you want to hook up 
with Jeremy or Allison?” 

“Why not both?” Conner turned to look at her, his black 
eyes alight with devilment. It was the first real emotion 
she’d seen from him. 

“Both?” Kade slapped a hand to his head. “You realize they 
work together?” 

“And?” Conner turned his attention back to the road. 

“And it could cause problems.” 

“Nah. If I’m upfront with them both, they'll have no reason 
to be jealous of each other. Hell, they might even decide to 
come play with me together. Allison definitely had a reaction 
when Jeremy stood next to her. She likes him.” 

So, he’d picked up on that too, had he? Angel’s thoughts 
went straight to the gutter, and she shifted a little. She 
needed the finger fucking Kade was threatening to withhold 
from her. Sooner rather than later. 


“Conner, | love you and | support you, but | don’t want to 
hear this!” 

Conner finally let out a laugh, the first Angel had heard 
from him. It was open, honest, and reminded her of Dimitri. 
Kade froze, his expression awed. Did Conner not laugh a lot? 

“Brat, | love you too. | swear | will keep my fuckery as far 
away from you as | can.” 

Angel was amazed at the change in Kade’s brother. Conner 
might scare the shit out of her, but he was growing on her. 
He had a wicked sense of humor hidden behind that cold 
mask. 

Jasper met them when they pulled into the hotel, or rather 
behind the hotel. The back lot was gated off and required a 
secure password to enter, which Conner punched in. Two 
very bulky looking men waited alongside Jasper. They wore 
dark sunglasses and stood at attention. Their Men In Black 
impersonation did nothing to inspire confidence. 

“You're all checked in,” Jasper said as soon as he opened 
Kade’s door. “I’ve got your keycards. We can use the back 
elevators. Nik reserved suites for everyone.” 

Angel was hustled out of the SUV and into the building. 
The gleaming tile floors winked at her briefly as Kade made 
her all but run to the elevator. She understood his hurry, but 
the dizziness from the concussion was kicking in. The doctor 
warned her it could happen over the next few days. He 
counseled rest, but that wasn’t in the cards for her. 

They parted ways with Conner and Jasper at their room. 
Inside, she let out a little gasp. They had a suite. It hadn’t 
registered until this moment. The bedroom was off by itself, 
and she walked into two cozy couches facing a large flat 
screen. Black and white photos of the beach decorated the 
pale tan walls. She got nosy and went exploring. Much to her 
delight, there was a balcony that looked out to the water, 
and she rushed outside. 

“Hello, neighbor.” 


She looked up to see Conner across the way. He stood, 
leaning against the railing, gazing out at the water. There 
was a look of such sadness on his face, it made her want to 
reach out and hug him. It was gone so fast she might have 
imagined it, though. 

“Can you smell the ocean?” She took a deep breath, 
enjoying the salty air. It reminded her of summer days spent 
building sandcastles and chasing Peter along the hot sand. 

“It’s salty.” The sour tone gave way to a sigh. “I'll be inside 
if you need anything.” He closed the balcony doors to his 
room, and she jumped when Kade wrapped his arms around 
her. 

“What’s put a stick up his ass?” 

“| have no idea.” Angel frowned, thinking. Something was 
bothering him, and she was pretty sure whatever bad 
memory it was had to do with the ocean. 

“How are you feeling?” He nuzzled his nose in her hair. “1 
Saw you wincing a little in the car. Did the music cause a 
headache?” 

“| do have a headache, but I’m hoping | can take some 
Tylenol and knock it out.” She breathed in the briny air and 
let out a little sigh of pleasure. “I’ve missed Miami more than 
| realized.” 

“It'll always be home to you.” Kade turned her to face him. 
“You grew up here.” 

“Home is wherever you are.” She leaned up on her toes so 
she could kiss him. “You’re my home, Kincaid. Now and 
always.” 

“Someone sounds like they’ve been binging on Hallmark 
Channel movies.” He leaned down and captured her lips. 
The instant heat that spread from her belly to her fingertips 
never failed to amaze her. 

“Don’t mock the Hallmark romances. Lily said her agent is 
pitching her book to them.” She licked his bottom lip, 
something that drove him crazy. “I was simply doing my due 


diligence so | can give her my opinion if it’s a good fit for her 
or not.” 

“| would agree if | didn’t know you secretly loved those 
movies and use any excuse to watch them.” Kade pulled her 
with him to the large patio chair. He’d been watching her 
closely all day, looking for signs of stress. He was worried 
she wouldn’t tell him if the concussion symptoms got to be 
too much for her. 

“It’s true. Who doesn’t like to watch movies where true 
love wins out?” 

Kade pulled her into his lap and nibbled at the base of her 
throat. Her smell, a combination of cinnamon and apples, 
was heady. He’d been hard since the night before but 
controlled himself. His woman needed rest more than a 
ravishing, but having her pressed against his erection was 
almost more than he could bear. 

“Didn't you promise me a finger fucking?” Angel 
whispered into his ear, and he groaned. 

“You are not making resisting my urges easy.” 

“Why would you resist them?” She bit his ear, and he 
shuddered. 

“Your concussion...” 

“Isn’t going to kill me.” 

He groaned when her fingers found him. “Angel, now is not 
the time...” His breath hissed out when her fingers dug into 
his slacks, gripping him tight. “Fuck, that feels good.” 

“Now is the perfect time.” She bit his bottom lip. “If we sit 
here and just think about what’s going on right now, we'll 
drive ourselves crazy. We need to distract each other.” 

Kade wanted to tell her no, but she was right. All the 
different scenarios had been running through his head as 
soon as he’d left the precinct. They would go insane if all 
they did was sit here and agonize over the what-ifs. He tried 
to stand, but she shook her head. 

“No. | want to smell the ocean, Kade.” 


He tensed. Any number of people could see them, 
including his brother. “Moye serdste...” 

“Hush.” She put a finger to his lips. “No more Mr. Prude 
today.” 

He hated when she called him that. Public sex wasn’t his 
thing, and this was as public as public could get. Anyone 
could see them if they looked up from the beach. Kade was 
so distracted, he didn’t notice she’d popped the button on 
his pants and unzipped them until her fingers wrapped 
around him. 

“We're all about finger fucking today.” She grinned and 
pulled him free of his pants. The zipper bit into his balls, but 
it didn’t matter. The feel of her fingers stroking him more 
than made up for the discomfort. 

“| think | was...” He hissed when she tugged on his tip 
while rubbing her thumb across the head of it. 

“You were supposed to what?” Her lips made a path of wet 
kisses along his jaw. He usually tormented her like this. 
Leave it to his girl to reverse roles. Now he understood her 
frustration at the light touch. It was driving him insane. 

“Finger fuck you.” 

“We can get to that later tonight.” Her fingernails dug into 
the sensitive skin of his cock. He shuddered. “Right now, | 
want to play. So sit back, shut the fuck up, and enjoy the 
moment.” 

As uncomfortable as he was out in the open, he couldn’t 
bring himself to move. Her fingers were like magic, pulling 
pleasure and pain from him in equal parts. What he wanted 
was her lips wrapped around him, but she denied him. Damn 
finger fucking. 

Another long and loud groan escaped when she gripped 
his balls while she stroked her hand up and down the length 
of him. She teased them unmercifully, and he tried to buck 
up, but the way she was straddling him prevented it. He was 
trapped, unable to do anything but accept whatever she 
gave him. 


Torment, heaven, the need to come came and went over 
the next hour while she toyed with him. Whenever he came 
close to coming, she would slow down or remove her hand 
altogether. He didn’t know whether to worship at her feet or 
throw in her a jail cell for inhumane treatment. God, but he 
loved her even when he hated her. 

“Are you ready, baby?” Her sultry words sent a surge of 
blood through his cock, and he stiffened, his need to come 
overpowering every sensation he had. 

“Yes.” He barely managed to get the word out. 

She smiled and slid off his lap. His eyes widened when she 
winked at him right before she pulled him into her mouth. 
The warm wetness that sheathed him caused him to 
tremble. When she slid him in so deep he hit the back of her 
throat and went deeper, his hands clenched in her hair and 
held her in place for as long as she could stand it. She came 
up for air and smiled like the Cheshire Cat and swallowed 
him whole, this time using her lips and teeth to work him, 
her tongue coming to soothe any small hurt she inflicted. 

He stiffened, his balls going so tight, it was a miracle they 
didn’t implode. He felt the rush, and Angel never faltered. 
She took everything he gave her, swallowing around him, 
which only heightened his released. When he was left limp 
and twitching in her mouth, she let him slip free and crawled 
back up his body to lie against him, listening to the rapid 
beating of his heart. 

“That...” 

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips. “I Know.” 

“| love you, moye serdste.” 

She nuzzled her nose into his shirt. “Il love you too. Now, 
let’s nap. I’m tired.” 

“Come on, sweetheart, let’s go to bed.” 

“No. | want to nap here. | want to breathe in the ocean. It’s 
been so long.” 

“| don’t know if it’s safe.” He looked across to the beach. 
They were on the sixteenth floor. He’d told Nik not to reserve 


the top floor, as that would be where they’d look first, 
guessing Nik would foot the bill. It seemed less likely they’d 
look in the middle of the thirty-five-floor hotel. 

“No one can see us. Hell, Conner couldn’t see us if he 
walked out right now. The balcony rails are too high.” She 
leaned up and kissed him. “Please, Kade?” 

He could never deny her anything, and she was probably 
right. No one could see them if they were lying down. He’d 
been paranoid about being watched while he was given the 
most erotic blow job of his life, but truthfully, no one could 
see them. He understood that looking around. Angel 
probably realized it before he did and didn’t say a word to 
get him riled up. Damn minx. 

“Fine. Go to sleep, moye serdste.” 

He pulled her close and let himself drift off to the sounds 
of Miami. 


ay 





Angel yawned. Her back was sore. Had she fallen asleep in 
the office chair again? She kept telling Kade they needed to 
invest in better chairs. Instead of office chairs, she’d been 
checking out the ones YouTubers used. They sat in front of 
their computers far longer than the average person. She was 
betting they had great office chairs. 

“Trying to run from me?” 

Angel went still at the sound of the voice. The events of 
the last few days rushed her all at once, and fear 
overwhelmed her. Had they found her? 

“No, | just wanted to step out and make a phone call.” 

Wait, that was Jeremy’s voice. Conner. The other voice 
belonged to Conner. She let out a long sigh of relief then 
froze again. Should she say something to let them know she 
was here? Her inner goddess threatened to beat her black 
and blue if she did. 

“Really?” Conner’s voice came closer. “Then where’s your 
phone?” 

“1...” Jeremy cleared his throat. “I was just taking a minute, 
that’s all.” 

Angel sat up a little higher, just enough to be able to see 
them. If she stayed still, they shouldn’t notice her. 

“Do | make you nervous?” Conner stalked closer, his prey 
only inches from him. 

“Did you never learn about personal space?” Jeremy 
retreated to the railing, but it didn’t deter Conner. He just 


followed him. 

“Not when it comes to what | want.” Sex oozed out of his 
voice. Shit, he had a better voice than either Kade or Nik. It 
was enough to make anyone, man or woman, wet. If she 
wasn’t in love with Kade, it might even have affected her 
more than it already did. She loved her husband, but damn, 
Conner had a voice made for sex. 

“I don’t want you.” Angel covered her mouth to stop the 
gasp that tried to escape. 

Conner’s laugh slid over Jeremy, and Angel watched his 
reaction closely. The man visibly shuddered. Go, Conner. 

“Look.” Jeremy took a deep breath. “I’m not gay, okay? I’m 
straight as they come.” 

“| get that.” Conner leaned back, his rock-hard abs on 
display. “It’s hard to come to terms with wanting a man 
when you’ve never thought of men that way before.” 

“What? No!” Jeremy stuttered. “I...will you stop that?” He 
turned his back on Conner and his very obvious display of 
his physique. “I’m not coming to terms with anything. | like 
women.” 

Conner took the opportunity to stand behind Jeremy, so 
close there was barely a centimeter between them. “That’s 
okay too. I'll just go see if Allison wants to play.” 

Jeremy stood, coming against Conner’s chest in the 
process. Conner slid an arm around him, holding him in 
place. “Stay away from Ally.” 

“Why?” Angel couldn’t quite see, but she’d guess his 
mouth was against Jeremy’s ear. “She likes me. | like her. It’s 
a mutual attraction she isn’t denying.” 

“Leave her alone.” Jeremy’s voice was dark, angry. 

“Oh, | see.” Conner pulled Jeremy closer to him. “You like 
her.” 

“Yes, so stay the fuck away from her.” 

“Hmmm.” Conner’s head dipped closer to Jeremy’s. They 
were almost the same height, Conner maybe an inch or so 
taller than Jeremy. “Why don’t we enjoy her together, then?” 


“What? No.” 

“| think you’d enjoy it.” Conner’s hand slid back and forth 
against Jeremy’s abdomen. “You don’t want to admit you like 
me, but you can do whatever you want when we’re together 
with Allison.” 

Jeremy was quiet for a long minute. Angel listened, afraid 
to move. The sexual tension in the air was so thick, it would 
have needed something sharper than a knife to cut it. 

“Ally’s a good girl.” Jeremy sounded a little out of breath. 
“She’d never do something like that.” 

“Good girls can do very bad things, Agent Bradford. Very 
bad things. Think about it. I’m going to fuck her with or 
without you. If you want to join us, all you have to do is tell 
me. | can enjoy you, you can enjoy me, and we can both 
enjoy her. It’s up to you. But someone is getting fucked 
tonight.” 

Angel watched, fascinated, as Conner pulled Jeremy’s face 
to his and kissed him. It wasn’t soft or delicate. It was hard 
and passionate, full of fire and the promise of so much more. 
When he released Jeremy and strode back inside, Jeremy 
caught the railing to keep from stumbling. 

Fuck, there was no way she'd be able to resist that if she 
were single. Now she understood Conner’s appeal. The man 
was a walking, talking sex machine. Sex oozed out of him. 
Jeremy was a fool to turn that down, straight or not. 

She kept perfectly still until Jeremy went back inside. Why 
was he in Conner’s room to begin with? She got up and went 
inside her own suite. The lights were on in the front room, 
but Kade was nowhere to be found. He might have gone 
next door to meet with everyone while she slept. That made 
more sense than Jeremy showing up unannounced on 
Conner’s doorstep. 

She did her business in the bathroom and checked her 
phone for messages. Nothing. You would think Kade would at 
least text her or leave a message. He knew how anxious she 
was about news of Matthew. Pulling off her shirt, which had 


dried cum on it, she fished around in her overnight bag and 
pulled on one of Kade’s old t-shirts. It was huge, but 
comfortable. 

A knock sounded on her door. Maybe Jasper heard her 
moving around and had orders to bring her next door when 
she woke. That had better be the case, at least, or Kade was 
going to get an earful. 

She opened the door, and indeed, Jasper stood there, but 
he didn’t look happy. A young blonde girl wearing the hotel 
staff uniform was behind him, a pleasant smile on her face. 
Angel frowned. She took a better look and saw the girl had a 
gun pressed into Jasper’s back. Shit. 

“Please, Mrs. Kincaid, if we could come in?” Her question 
was way too perky. Cheerleader perky. “I really don’t want to 
have to shoot him.” 

That got Angel moving. She stepped aside and allowed 
them to come into the hotel room. Jasper’s gun was tucked 
into the waistband of the girl’s skirt. Angel knew he carried a 
Spare tucked away under his pants leg, right above his 
ankle. It was small but would get the job done. 

“Mr. Rivera sent me to invite you to meet your son.” The 
girl’s name badge read Mandy. It was probably her real 
name. Angel was betting she worked here and had informed 
the man who had her son she was here. 

The whistle of wind caught her and Jasper both off guard. 
It wasn’t until Jasper went down that she understood Mandy 
had shot him in the back. She went to move toward him, but 
Mandy stopped her. She tossed duct tape in her direction. 

“Please cover his mouth and tape his hands and feet 
together.” 

Angel’s gaze flickered between the tape in her hands to 
Jasper and back to Mandy. 

“Hurry up. If you want to meet Mateo, we must go soon. 
The car won’t wait forever. | will be forced to shoot you if you 
don’t agree to come. | don’t want to have to do that.” 

Angel got down on her knees. “I’m so sorry, Jasper.” 


He grunted, his eyes zeroing in on his pant leg where the 
gun lay hidden. Angel nodded and tore off a piece of the 
duct tape and placed it over his mouth. She made quick 
work of his hands and moved to his feet, blocking Mandy’s 
view as she collected the small gun and slipped it down her 
bra with one hand while winding the tape around his feet 
with the other. It wasn’t comfortable, but she managed to 
get it settled before she stood, grateful she’d changed into 
the monstrously large shirt. 

“Now, I’m going to put the gun away while we walk out 
into the hall and get on the elevator. | have men waiting at 
the elevator, so if you think about overpowering me, they 
will shoot you dead.” 

True to her word, men waited at the elevator. Dark haired 
men who looked like they meant business. She wasted no 
time in getting into the elevator, afraid Kade or one of the 
others would come out. She had no doubt they’d murder any 
one of them. Hell, Angel didn’t know if they meant her harm 
or not, but she was putting her faith in God that they really 
would take her to her son. If only to be able to taunt Kade 
they had his wife and his son. She was banking on Rivera’s 
need to torture his nemesis more than anything else. He was 
a sick bastard. This way, if he wanted to torture someone, 
she’d make sure it was her and not her baby boy. 

They got off on the third floor and took the stairs down to 
the kitchens, where they went out a back exit. A dark SUV 
waited for them. Angel was hustled inside with Mandy and 
the two men who had been waiting at the elevators. 

“See, that was easy. If you do as you’re told, things won’t 
be difficult for you.” Mandy smiled sweetly and sent off a 
text. “I’m sure you’re happy to finally get to meet your little 
boy.” 

Angel made no move to continue the conversation. She 
wanted to punch the perky cheerleader girl in the face and 
then bash it into the glass. The girl only shrugged when 
Angel didn’t speak and buried her nose in her phone. The 


sound of Candy Crush emitted from it. Of course she’d be 
playing Candy Crush. It was just the type of game she 
imagined perky cheerleaders played. 

They drove in silence for an hour, and then pulled off onto 
a dirt road, where a Lincoln Town Car waited. 

“Here is where we part ways.” Mandy smiled her perky 
cheerleader smile. “Good luck to you.” 

The door opened, and the taller of the two guards 
gestured for her to get out. She did so with trepidation. 
Mandy waved at her, and she turned her back, cringing 
when the loud crack of the gunshot sounded. She should 
have guessed Mandy wouldn’t be spared. The cartel left no 
witnesses behind they couldn’t trust. 

Her “escort” opened the door, and she got inside, her 
attention focused on the man sitting beside her. Tomas 
Rivera. He smiled, the coldness chilling her soul. She knew 
who he was. Everyone had known his reputation even before 
he took over the cartel. He had no conscience, no empathy. 
He killed for the sheer pleasure of it. 

Tomas was not handsome or even remotely cute. He was 
an ugly son of a bitch whose facial features only added to 
his reputation of being the most vicious man any cartel had 
ever known. 

“Senora Kincaid.” His voice was mild, but she detected a 
bite to it. He was trying for pleasant but couldn’t quite pull it 
off. “It is a pleasure to finally meet you.” 

“Mr. Rivera, I’m sorry | can’t say the same of you.” 

He chuckled. “Finally, someone who isn’t afraid to speak 
her mind.” 

“Why not?” Angel kept her shaking on the inside. “I’m 
guessing your plan is to send pieces of me to my husband. 
Nothing | do or say will change that, so | will speak my 
mind.” 

“Touché, my beauty.” He rubbed his chin. “Mateo has your 
eyes.” 


“Is he...well?” She didn’t want to say whole for fear he’d 
tell her he’d already begun to butcher the child. 

“Of course. Mateo is very fond of his Uncle Tomas. Why 
would | harm the child?” 

“To get back at Kade.” She kept her words very matter-of- 
fact. “He killed your brother, so why wouldn’t you kill his 
son?” 

“| did take his son from him, that is true.” Tomas shifted so 
he could better look at Angel. “The plan was to wait until the 
boy had been fully initiated into the organization as one of 
our trusted enforcers before we brought Kade’s attention to 
him, but you forced our hand.” 

“| forced your hand?” 

“Si, my beauty. You saw him. There is no denying he’s his 
father’s son. And | was right, wasn’t |? Kade looked into the 
boy and discovered who he was. The warrant to test his DNA 
was proof of that. | was surprised by that little ambush. | 
assumed your husband would try to take the boy on his own, 
not enlist the police force to do it.” 

“Too many questions if he did it that way.” Angel settled 
herself against the car seat, preparing herself for anything 
this man might do to her, including rape. She’d lived 
through that once, and she could do it again for Matthew if 
she had to. 

“He alwayS was a smart man, your husband.” Tomas’s 
Mexican accent wasn’t nearly as thick as it should have 
been. He’d been stateside too long and had picked up the 
Americans’ distinct lack of an accent so many had. 

“Where is my son?” Angel couldn’t stand it one second 
longer. She needed to know where he was. The question had 
been on the tip of her tongue the moment she’d seen who 
waited for her in the car. 

“He’s perfectly safe, | assure you. He’s been given the best 
of care and is a healthy little boy. We all feared he wouldn’t 
survive those first few weeks, but | think he gets his 
stubbornness from you. He held on and fought for his life. 


You wouldn’t even know how sick he was when he was born. 
| am sorry you weren’t there for him. | did debate collecting 
you as well. Children do need their mothers, but you had 
already left Miami. | took it as a sign and let you go. He’s 
none the worse for wear, growing up without a mother’s 
touch.” 

Angel wouldn’t go that far. She’d seen Matthew, seen the 
empty, dead look in his eyes. He was by far the worse for 
wear. 

“You'll see him soon enough. We’re going there now, 
actually.” The driver started the car on that cue and 
continued down the dirt road. “I’ve told him I’m bringing him 
a surprise. He’s very excited.” 

What game was this man playing? Did he plan on 
butchering her little boy in front of her? 

He laughed. “What do you think I’m planning? You look 
ill.” 

“| know your reputation.” She couldn’t hide the quiver in 
her voice this time, thinking of what he had planned. 

“But as | said, | am fond of Mateo. I’ve taken him into my 
home, loved him, and made sure he was well taken care of. 
Do you think | would really harm a child I’ve grown to love?” 

“If it suited your end game, yes.” 

“You are refreshing, my beauty.” He grinned, and this time 
there was no humor in it. “You are right. | would slit the boy’s 
throat if | had to. I’m hoping that’s not the case, though. As 
long as your husband comes to me willingly, | will not harm 
your child more than | have to.” 

More than he had to. Angel latched on to those words, her 
heart in her throat. “What did you do to him?” 

“Nothing yet. | thought he’d like to meet his mother before 
we send a video message to his father. Now, | have email to 
attend to, and we’ve got a way to go before we reach my 
compound. Rest, my dear. You are going to need it.” 

Angel’s hand shook, but she took comfort from the fact no 
one had searched her for a weapon. Her secret gun was 


tucked safely into the crook of her bra, nestled against her 
breast. She would kill him before she let him harm a hair on 
her son’s head. 

All she could do now was wait. 


So AO Senertier 
OS 


Kade was as uncomfortable as poor Jeremy. Conner had 
made no bones about his intentions toward Jeremy and 
Allison. They’d swung by to tell him about the execution of 
the warrant, and he’d moved them to Conner’s room so as 
not to disturb Angel. She needed to rest more than anything 
else. 

The execution went well. The ME was on site and took a 
mouth swab from the boy. Results would be in tomorrow. 
Kade was sure Ramirez already had a team of lawyers 
working on ways to suppress the results. The hope was that 
since they were claiming the child had been kidnapped and 
Ramirez took custody of an abandoned child, the judge 
would see the truth of the DNA results. Matthew and Mateo 
were the same child. 

Jeremy marched over to the mini bar and pulled out a tiny 
bottle of what appeared to be vodka and downed it in one 
swallow. He stalked Conner and Allison with his eyes, none 
too happy Ally seemed enchanted with Conner. Kade wasn’t 
sure if that was because Jeremy liked Allison, or if it was 
because he liked Conner. Either way, the situation was 
awkward. 

“I’m heading back to check on Angel.” He finally gave up 
trying not to be uncomfortable. 

As soon as he opened the door, he knew something was 
wrong. There should be security at the elevator, and Watkins 
wasn’t at his post. His hinky feeling surged. “Bradford, | 
need you.” 


Jeremy was there, gun out in a heartbeat. Kade swiped his 
keycard and went in, his heart plummeting. Watkins was 
bound, unconscious, a pool of blood soaking into the 
expensive carpet. He checked the bedroom, the bathroom, 
and the balcony. No Angel. Ally was on the phone with 9-1-1 
when he came back in. 

“Is he dead?” 

“No.” Conner knelt beside Watkins, a towel pressed into 
his back. “There’s no exit wound, which is bad. He’s lost a lot 
of blood, so I’d guess he’s been here at least half an hour or 
more. It doesn’t take long to bleed out.” 

“Why didn’t we hear it? It was a fucking gunshot.” Kade’s 
mind was running in a million different directions. 

“Silencer,” Conner said. “Jeremy, | need more towels. We 
have to stop this bleeding.” 

Kade sank down on the bed, unable to process the scene 
in front of him and what it meant. “They have Angel.” 

“And they'll die for it.” Conner’s promise was cold and full 
of the dark that lived inside him. His eyes had gone to a 
place Kade only ever read about when studying serial killers. 
Even Jeremy recoiled from the expression on Conner’s face 
when he handed over the towels. “No one fucks with my 
family and lives.” 

For once, Kade didn’t say a word about threatening to kill 
someone in front of the police. He and Conner were in 
agreement. Rivera wouldn’t live past the next twenty-four 
hours. 

The last time Angel had been taken, he’d broken down, 
and it cost them precious time. He couldn’t do that this time. 
She, Matthew, and their unborn child were counting on him 
to find them. 

He saw a text message from Max that simply said, 


“I got them.” 


Which meant he was following the people who took Angel. 
Max was very good at what he did. He’d let them know as 
soon as they stopped. He called Dylan. 

“Where are you?” 

“About thirty miles outside Miami. Max is using a drone to 
keep sight of them while we stay out of their line of sight. | 
never even thought about equipping a drone with a remote 
camera.” 

“How is she? Can you tell if they hurt her?” He was 
prepared for anything. 

“She was fine when we saw her change cars. We won’t 
know anything else until they stop.” 

“And Matthew?” 

“Your son was moved in a different car, but I’m fairly sure 
they are all going to the same place. I’ll text you the address 
as soon as they stop.” 

“We have a plan?” Conner asked as soon as Kade hung up. 

“Max and Dylan are following them. They’I!l text as soon as 
they reach their destination.” He looked to Allison. “Call Cole 
and have him coordinate with MPD. They’re already out of 
the city, so we may need police support from whatever place 
they end up.” 

“I’m on it.” She already had her phone out and was 
scrolling through her contacts. While she may not have 
Cole’s number, she had the MPD in her contacts. 

Kade took several deep breaths. He couldn't lose it. 

“You good, brat?” Conner’s voice reached him, but it 
sounded like he was talking through a tunnel. Images of 
Angel rose, but they weren’t her smiling, laughing face. It 
was her screaming in pain, pieces of her being whittled 
away, all the while calling for him to come save her. 

He knew this cartel intimately. He’d infiltrated it, 
witnessed what they did to their enemies. They had his 
family. 

Conner slapped him, and his head whipped back. “Shut it 
down. Whatever you’re feeling, whatever you’re seeing, shut 


that shit down. Lock it away, do what you have to do to feel 
nothing, or we'll never get them back. Do you understand 
me?” 

Conner the Marine was shouting at him, and Kade blinked. 
He was right. He had to get this under control now. He let 
himself go to that place he’d only gone when he’d witnessed 
murders the cartel had committed in front of him. That cold, 
desolate place he never thought he’d go again. 

“There he is.” Conner nodded. “Allison, get the door. It has 
to be the EMTs.” 

Kade detached himself from the situation. He watched as 
they checked Watkins then loaded him up. Conner stood 
next to him, barking out orders, and Kade let him. He felt 
empty. 

“Come on, brat. We'll go to the hospital and wait for them 
to call.” 

Kade nodded and followed them out, silent all the way to 
the hospital. He answered all the questions asked of him, 
coordinated as best he could between Jeremy, Cole, and the 
police. They’d called in the state police because of the 
potential Rivera might move them out of the county. Dealing 
with the state police was easier than trying to get the local 
police on board. 

Three hours he sat at the hospital, waiting for news from 
either the surgeon or Max. Three hours of nothingness. 

When his phone finally rang, he pulled it out and saw 
Max’s face. “Hello?” 

“Kincaid. I’m sending you the text now. They’re both here. 
Guards posted everywhere. There’s no way we can sneak 
In.” 

“We'll alert the local authorities. Thank you, Max.” 

“You okay, man? You don’t sound like yourself.” 

“I'm fine.” Kade hung up before Max asked him questions 
that would require him to think, require him to leave his 
cold, dead place. “We have an address. I’m sending it to 


everyone. Allison, can you stay and wait for word on 
Watkins?” 

“Of course.” Allison stared at him, unsure how to react to 
his demeanor. 

“Conner?” 

“I'm ready. Jeremy, let’s go.” 

The three of them loaded up into the SUV and headed out, 
none of them sure what was about to happen. 


KKK 


Angel let out a small sigh of relief when they finally pulled 
up to a concrete wall, the gates steel doors. The gate swung 
inward as they approached, and she looked out over a vast 
green lawn with a garden most old women would die for. The 
house was a three-story stone structure with accents of 
natural wood. Armed guards were visible anywhere she 
cared to look. Kade would not get in easily. 

She’d come to realize as they drove, Kade would come for 
them. She had to hold out until he came. He’d found her 
when she’d been taken by Boston’s serial killer who had 
eluded the police for months. Kade had found her when all 
hope was lost. He’d come then, and he’d come now. 

“Here we are.” Tomas closed his laptop and waited for the 
men to open their doors. “Let’s go meet your son.” 

Angel got out and blinked as the bright sun blinded her. 
Her eyes were burning, and a headache started to form. The 
car had tinted windows, but now that the full glare of the 
sun assaulted her, some of her symptoms from her 
concussion returned. 

“Forgive me.” Tomas came around and placed his hand on 
the small of her back, pushing her toward the front porch 
that wrapped around the entire building. “I forgot you had 
an injury yesterday. A concussion, s/?” 


“Yes.” She closed her eyes briefly then allowed him to lead 
her inside. The cool air hit her in the face the moment she 
stepped over the threshold. The entry was beautiful. 
Hispanic tile covered the floor, and the walls were a soft, 
creamy beige. Antique furniture decorated what she could 
see of the entrance and the living room off to the side. 

“Maria, please bring our guest some tea and have Mateo 
brought to my office.” Tomas pushed Angel on toward the 
rear of the house. They turned at the back of the grand 
staircase. A small door was tucked under it. 

Tomas’s office. There was a large desk facing a bank of 
windows that overlooked the gardens. Bookshelves lined two 
walls, and a fireplace dominated the other. An antique couch 
faced the fireplace, and that was where he led Angel. 

“Please sit.” He went over and held the door while a tray 
was wheeled in, a crystal pitcher of iced tea and glasses on 
it, along with several pastries. He pointed out the lemon 
cakes. “Those are Mateo’s favorite. The boy loves lemon. The 
first time he tasted one, his face screwed up and he asked 
for more. Even | can’t suck a fresh lemon dry.” 

Peter loved lemons. He’d do the same thing when he was a 
little boy. Drove their mother nuts every time she tried to 
make fresh lemonade and he’d sneak all the lemons out of 
the kitchen. 

“Ah, here is our boy.” Tomas smiled benevolently at the 
little boy as he entered. Angel’s heart swelled at the sight of 
him. He stared at her curiously from her own eyes. He looked 
as he had the day she met him. A miniature Kade with cat 
eyes. 

Tomas went over to the tray and poured three glasses of 
tea. “It looks like Miss Anna made your favorite lemon cakes, 
Mateo.” 

His eyes swept the sweets tray, and Angel saw a Spark of 
delight in them. It warmed her heart to see a glimmer of 
childhood left in him. 

“Would you like one?” 


“Si.” He didn’t move from where he stood. 

“Then come get as many as you want. You know 7jo Tomas 
always has them for you.” 

A grin a mile wide lit up the little boy’s face, and he dived 
at the tray, his little hands snatching up at least three. 
Tomas laughed and handed him a delicate china plate. 
“Maria will tan your hide if you get crumbs on the carpet.” 

Angel saw how much her son adored the man in front of 
her. Tomas must have been good to him, or at least slightly 
better than the man who was raising him. She hated the 
cartel leader for taking the love that should have belonged 
to her and Kade. 

Matthew grinned, his mouth full of cake. 

“Manners, Mateo, manners. We have a lady present. Don’t 
open your mouth when it’s full of food.” 

He flashed her an apologetic smile. He was so at ease with 
Tomas. Nothing like he’d been with his caretaker. “Pardon, 
senora.” 

“English, Mateo. Remember we’re working on English this 
week.” 

The little boy nodded and swallowed. “Sorry.” 

He was so precious. There was a light in his eyes that 
hadn’t been there before. Here he was, talking and grinning. 
Alive and well. And happy, for the moment. Tomas made him 
happy. 

“Mateo, remember | promised a surprise today?” 

“Yes, Tio.” He bounced on his heels, his cakes forgotten at 
the promise of a surprise. 

Tomas laughed at the boy’s obvious excitement. “I want 
you to meet your mother.” 

The little boy’s excitement shriveled up and died. His gaze 
shot to Angel, and he backed away. “No, 7fo. Don’t let her 
hurt me.” 

Dear God, what lies did they tell her baby to make him 
scared to death of her? The need to snatch him to her grew 
almost unbearable. 


“Be easy, little one.” Tomas went to stand beside him, 
hunkering down until he was on the same level as Matthew. 
“! would never let anyone harm you. Didn’t | promise you 
that?” 

“Sf.” His eyes were wide as saucers and he inched closer to 
Tomas. “But Juan, he says she will kill me.” 

“No, Mateo. Juan was wrong. Your mother thought you 
died. She didn’t know you were alive or she never would 
have left you. | promise you this is the truth.” 

He looked from Tomas to Angel, clearly not knowing what 
to do or say, who to trust. 

“Matt...Mateo.” She refrained from calling him Matthew, 
but just barely. He only knew Mateo. “The hospital told me 
you had died and wouldn’t let me see you. | died a little that 
day. It left a hole in my heart knowing you were gone. 
Please, sweetheart, | wouldn’t have left you here had | 
known you were alive. | Swear it.” 

“See?” Tomas swept a thumb across the boy’s cheek. 
“There was a mistake at the hospital. Your mama doesn’t 
want to hurt you. She loves you very much. That’s why she’s 
here. She came for you.” 

His little nose scrunched up, trying to sort out what he was 
being told. He cocked his head the way Kade did whenever 
he was struggling to understand something. “You no throw 
me away because | was a bad baby?” 

“No.” Angel shook her head and stood, approaching the 
child slowly, like one would a skittish dog. She sank down on 
her knees in front of him. “You were a not a bad baby. You 
were perfect. Your papa and | both loved you the moment we 
found out you were growing in my belly.” She rubbed her 
stomach, hoping Tomas wouldn’t pick up on how much she'd 
been clutching her stomach over the last few hours. 

“My papa?” His green gaze burned with curiosity. “He is no 
dead?” 

“Not dead,” Tomas corrected him automatically. “And no, 
he’s probably looking for you both right now. | expect you'll 


get to meet him soon enough.” 

“No, baby boy. He’ll come for us both, and then we can go 
home.” 

“Home?” Mateo tilted his head. “This is my home.” 

“And it will remain your home.” Tomas stood and brushed 
off his pants. “Whether your mother remains here is yet to 
be determined. There is a price to be paid for all the care | 
gave you while she was away.” 

Price? Her entire body froze. She expected the torture to 
begin, but not so soon. 

“Mateo, you know sometimes | have to do bad things, 
even to the people | love. Things | don’t want to do, but | 
have to.” 

The little boy nodded solemnly. 

“It hurts me to do these things to those | love.” He walked 
over to the desk and took out a knife from one of the desk 
drawers. “But | must to keep my place as head of our 
business. Come here, child.” 

Mateo’s eyes went dead. The same way they’d been that 
day she’d saved him in New York. He understood what was 
coming and blanked it out. It was his coping mechanism. 

Fury unlike anything she’d ever felt snaked through every 
cell in her body. She was on her feet and shoving her son 
behind her. “I will kill you with my bare hands before | let 
you hurt him.” 

“You had best think carefully, my beauty. Do you really 
want your punishment to begin earlier than necessary?” 

“If it saves my son, | will take whatever you want to throw 
at me.” 

He smiled, and the evil glowing in that smile made her 
shudder away from it. “You are going to entertain my guards 
tonight. If | remember, you were quite the dancer. My men 
will appreciate a show and then taking turns with you. If you 
survive it, you are welcome to stay and be a mother to 
Mateo.” 


He planned on letting his men rape her all night? She had 
no idea if Kade would be able to find her before then. If not, 
she’d endure it for Matthew. She had to. 

“Like | said, if it means my son is safe, | will handle it.” 

Tomas studied her for a long moment. “You are 
magnificent. | hope you remain that way after tonight. As 
long as you don’t fight us, | will not cut the boy. The film of 
my men having a go at you will cost Kincaid more in the 
long run.” 

Angel kept her body from shaking by sheer force of will. “I 
mean it, Tomas. You ever harm a hair on my son’s head, and | 
will kill you with my own hands.” 

“| believe you would try.” Tomas nodded and looked at 
Mateo. “You see? Your mama loves you. She will protect you 
with a fierceness unlike any you will ever know. No one will 
love you like your mother.” 

Angel glanced down at the little boy who was staring at 
her with something akin to wonder and awe. It broke her 
heart that no one had shown him this kind of love. He might 
love Tomas, but it was a guarded love that came with 
conditions. 

“No one will ever hurt you again. | promise.” 

The little boy nodded and gave her a small smile, his eyes 
still wary. 

“Now, my beauty. You will need to rest after such a long 
journey and prepare for tonight. | have had a costume taken 
to your room. Lie down and rest for bit. The alarm is set to go 
off with enough time to allow you a bath before tonight’s 
festivities. Mateo will be waiting for you in the morning. 
Now, Mateo, | want you to go to your room and stay there 
the rest of the night. You and your mother can get 
acquainted in the morning.” 

“Si, Tio.” 

“Give your mother a hug and kiss, and then go on.” 

The child did as he was bid and wrapped his little arms 
around Angel. She choked back a sob and dropped to her 


knees to hold him close. Her baby boy. Her tears wouldn’t 
stop when his wet, sloppy kiss hit her cheek. 

“No llores, Mama.” His eyes were so sad, like he knew 
something bad was going to happen to her. 

Don’t cry, Mama. That was what he’d said to her, and she 
made up her mind to show no weakness in front of him. He 
needed her to be strong and withstand what was coming. He 
needed his mother. 

“They’re happy tears.” She hugged him to her. “I’m just so 
happy to have found you, baby boy. | love you so much.” 

He gave her a small smile then disentangled himself from 
her and collected his lemon cakes before doing as he was 
told. 

“You see? He is perfectly safe. And he will remain that way 
as long as you don’t fight us tonight. Agreed?” 

“Agreed.” She hated him more than she’d ever hated 
anyone in her life. Not for what he was going to make her do 
tonight, but for what he’d done to her son. He’d made that 
child love him, but Matthew understood and accepted that 
Tomas could and would hurt him. A child should never think 
being harmed by the person they loved most was okay. 

“Here is Maria. She will show you to your room, my beauty. 
Get some rest. You will need it.” 

Angel stood and followed the housekeeper out of the office 
and upstairs to her room to await the night’s festivities. 

All she could do was pray for the strength to get through it 
and hope it caused no harm to the baby. 

She’d do whatever it took to keep Matthew safe. 

No matter the cost. 


Nt. Einbtee 
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Kade waited patiently while final plans were put into 
place. He was alert and calm. Conner had _ already 
disappeared with his bag of weapons. His job was to get in 
and get Matthew. It was a one-man job. Police breaking 
down the doors and storming the complex wouldn’t help his 
son. They might kill him just to spite Kade. 

Dusk had fallen across the Keys, the sound of the ocean a 
distant echo. The salt from the air coated his tongue as he 
waited. He was still in his cold place, the place that would let 
him do horrible things with no regrets. It was the best place 
to be. Or he’d be losing his mind. 

“Warrants have been signed.” Jeremy rolled to a stop 
beside him. “We are clear to go.” 

“Then what are we waiting for?” 

“SWAT.” Jeremy kicked at the dirt road. “The walls are 
concrete, and the gate is reinforced steel. We have to get up 
and over the wall to open the gate for everyone else. SWAT 
will do that.” 

“I'll do that.” Kade pulled on his Kevlar vest. “We are not 
waiting. SWAT is a good hour out. You and | both know it.” 

“Where’s your crazy-ass brother?” Jeremy looked over the 
waiting crowd. 

“Already inside. His only job is to get Matthew out.” 

Jeremy sighed. “Your idea or his?” 

“His.” 

“Of course, it would be. Crazy-ass Marine.” Jeremy shook 
his head. 


“It’s what he’s trained to do.” Kade checked his gun and 
made sure he had several extra clips. 

“This feels like déja vu.” Jeremy started checking his own 
weapons. “It was just a few months ago we were getting 
ready to storm the castle and save the girl.” 

“And we'll save the girl again today.” Kade holstered his 
gun. “Let’s get this show on the road.” 

Instead of waiting for agreement, he started walking. 
They’d planned on sending the main force to the gate to 
serve the warrant, while a second, smaller group used ropes 
to scale the wall on the east side. It was just barely dark, so 
they could still see without flashlights to alert the occupants 
of the small army getting ready to scale the walls. 

Dylan and Cole fell into step beside him. The happy-go- 
lucky demeanor had vanished in Cole. He was dressed in 
dark jeans and black long-sleeved t-shirt. He wore no Kevlar, 
but a vest with ammo strapped to it. He came prepared for 
war. He also came with the gang unit of MPD. They were 
used to raids. None of them had raided this property before, 
but they were better equipped than the state police force. 

Max was nowhere to be seen. Kade didn’t waste another 
thought on him. He kept his focus on the task in front of him. 
They quickly arrived at the north wall, and the metal hooks 
made loud clanging sounds as they gripped the top of the 
concrete wall. He didn’t wait to see if anyone came to check. 
He pulled his gun and started climbing. 

His family needed him. 


KKK 


Angel stood looking at herself in the mirror. She wore the 
outfit that had been left for her. It wasn’t something she'd 
ever have chosen for herself. There was a difference between 
classy sexy and whorish. This outfit was whorish. Red leather 
and sheer red lace barely covered her. There was nowhere to 


hide her gun in this outfit, but then again, why would she 
take it? She’d promised to not fight them to keep Matthew 
from being butchered. 

She’d honor her vow, no matter what it cost her. 

Instead of focusing on what was coming, she pulled her 
hair up and did it in a French braid. She had no desire to 
have her hair pulled out when the men got overzealous. 
Angel held no misconceptions about the gang rape that 
would ensue. She was mentally preparing for it. But could 
anyone ever really prepare for that? 

The knock at her door jerked a small, soundless scream 
from her. It was time to dance and then get fucked. 

It was for Matthew, she reminded herself. She was doing 
this for him. 

Closing her eyes, she went and opened the door. Maria, 
the housekeeper stood there, her eyes averted. The 
household staff knew what was going to happen and no one 
tried to help her. She didn’t blame them. Tomas would only 
punish them in ways she couldn't even begin to imagine. 

“Come, sefora. They are waiting.” The older woman led 
her down the stairs to a large room at the back of the house. 
The room had been cleared of furniture, save one lone couch 
shoved against the wall. A stripper’s pole had been installed 
in the middle of the floor. Angel had no way of knowing if it 
had been there previously or if it had been installed for her 
benefit. This could have been Tomas’s plan all along. Emilio 
had tried to get her to go with him last night, after all. 

It was the cameras that bothered her. They were set up on 
tripods in all four corners. Several smaller ones sat alongside 
the tripod closest to the door. The thought of Kade having to 
watch this nearly made her run from the room. She never 
wanted that in his head. 

Matthew’s face was the only thing that stopped her. His 
safety rested on her shoulders tonight. She could do this. 

Men started to file in, at least a dozen or more. They 
laughed, several slapping her ass as they passed by. One 


reached out and fondled her breast, the nipple bare through 
the small hole in the fabric. He twisted it until she winced. 

“Puta.” He grinned and pinched harder. “We are going to 
have so much fun tonight.” 

She resisted the urge to spit in his face. That would get a 
finger detached from her son’s hand. 

Tomas came in last. She should have known he would want 
to join in on her humiliation so Kade would always know he’d 
been inside her. Hate grew into rage, and she knew if she 
got the chance, she’d kill him. 

He walked over to the stereo she hadn’t seen behind the 
cameras and turned on some song in Spanish she didn’t 
know. The beat was low and sultry. She could dance to it. 

Angel walked over to the pole and relaxed her mind, 
imagining the room empty save for Kade. She would dance 
for her husband. It was something she hadn’t done since 
they’d gotten back together. She would dance tonight for 
him and not the men who were throwing rude, dirty 
comments at her. 

She picked up the beat of the music and began to move, 
her body fitting itself to the pole like a long-lost lover. It was 
a lover she knew intimately. The pole guided her, helped her 
work her curves, and the jeering fell away, replaced by a 
pair of burning onyx eyes flooded with desire. 

The pole became an extension of her as she moved her 
hips up and down, swirled her ass around to show it off, and 
then twirled around the pole, inciting those gorgeous eyes 
to want to rip her from her lover. 

It wasn’t Kade whose hands pulled her from the pole, but 
Tomas. His dark brown eyes were on fire, and the open lust 
on his face made her want to vomit. It killed every bit of the 
fantasy she’d built about her husband watching her dance 
for him. 

Tomas’s fingers bit into her skin where he held her. “No 
fighting, my beauty.” He leaned in and kissed her. She kept 
herself still as his lips moved over hers. His tongue darted 


into her mouth, the sour taste of old tobacco invading along 
with it. 

He pulled her close, his hands sliding down to grip her ass. 
She felt his erection pressing into her. Please God, she 
prayed, please keep my Iittle nugget safe. Don’t let this 
harm him. 

Tomas guided her over to the couch. “Strip, my beauty. 
Show us all those beautiful curves of yours.” 

Angel swallowed down the bile and started to unlace the 
ties that held the outfit together. This is for Matthew. She 
repeated that over and over as she slowly removed the first 
layer of the outfit, leaving only the lace behind. The lace 
wrapped around her like a glove, leaving all the pertinent 
areas free for hands to grope or their cocks to penetrate. 

“Beautiful.” Tomas reached for her from where he sat on 
the couch, pulling her between his legs. His fingers found 
her folds, stroking gently before sliding two fingers into her 
inner walls. “So tight. | may hurt you when | take you, my 
beauty, but you will take all of me, no matter the pain.” 

Angel quivered, not from desire, but from rage. She 
wanted to gouge out his eyes, but she stayed still, letting his 
hands stroke her. 

Someone came up behind her, his very naked chest 
pressing into her. Hands came up and cupped her breasts, 
plumping them and offering them up to Tomas, who wasted 
no time in tasting her cinnamon colored nipples. He didn’t 
suckle. He bit down hard, and it made her whimper. She 
barely stopped herself from screaming when he bit down 
even harder around the soft skin surrounding the nipple. 
There would be bite marks there for days. 

“Pain, my beauty, is something you are going to be well 
acquainted with tonight.” Tomas rubbed his nose along the 
inside of the swell of her right breast the same moment his 
fingers pinched her clit so hard she couldn’t stop the scream 
that bled from her. 


A guard interrupted Tomas’s exploration of her. His face 
contorted into rage. “Take her to her room, and no one is to 
touch her before | do. Is that clear?” 

A quick nod, and Angel was thrust out of the room and 
pushed back up the stairs by the same burly guard who had 
collected her at the hotel. His eyes roamed over her naked 
flesh, but he didn’t so much as touch her. The lock on the 
door clicked seconds after she was shoved into her room. 

Angel barely made it to the bathroom before she threw up. 
The feel of Tomas’s hands on her brought back memories of 
nearly being raped in Boston. The panic rose, and she fought 
to breathe through it. The therapist said she still suffered 
PTSD to a degree from her ordeal, even now, months later. 
She believed it in this moment. Fear kept her glued in a 
huddle on the bathroom floor, reeking of vomit. 

She wasn’t sure how long she lay there before her mind 
reconciled the fact that she had not been raped, and that it 
could finally function. She sat up, gagging, and emptied her 
stomach into the toilet. She stayed there a moment to make 
sure her stomach didn’t have any more surprises for her. 

Getting up, she rinsed out her mouth and ripped the 
hooker attire from her body. She was not going to be a 
victim. She was going to go down fighting. Kade would be 
here. He’d find their son and raise him to be a good man. 
Her son would know she went out fighting for him. She 
would never let Tomas touch her again. The word “victim” 
would never be a part of her vocabulary. 

Never again. 

She changed back into the clothes she’d been wearing 
and picked up the small pistol. There would be no hiding it. 
The first person who came through the door was going 
down. 

The minutes ticked by. She heard people running outside 
her door, shouting. She went to the window and looked out. 
Small groups of men armed to the teeth were gathered in 
the yard below. Something was going on. She opened the 


window and listened, trying to figure out what was 
happening. 

Her Spanish wasn’t that great, but she did pick up a few 
words, including policia. The police were here and 
demanding entry. That much she guessed. They had to have 
a warrant, or they wouldn’t be here now. Was it Kade? Had 
he found her already? No, he couldn’t have. It could have 
been minutes or hours before he discovered she was 
missing. Even so, there was no way to track her. They’d 
stayed off the main highways that had traffic cams. He 
couldn’t know where she was. 

No, this was a run of the mill raid. She’d guarantee it. 
Which meant they would come in, guns blazing, and that 
could potentially put Matthew in danger. They’d have no 
idea a child was on the premises. She had to get to her son. 

Shoving the gun in the waistband of her pants, now 
hidden thanks to Kade’s old shirt, she pounded on the door, 
demanding someone open it. No one answered her. Dammit. 
She didn’t know how to pick a lock. Max offered to show her 
once, and she’d refused. Once she got out of this mess, he 
was going to be teaching her that particular skill and 
whatever illegal thing he wanted to teach her. Angel hated 
feeling helpless. 

The click of the lock startled her so much she almost 
dropped the gun. Almost. She stepped to the side and got 
ready. When it swung inward, she pressed the gun against 
the man’s side, preparing to shoot. He caught her wrist and 
twisted until she dropped the gun. Anger fueled adrenaline, 
and she rushed him, pounding anywhere her fists could find 
purchase. 

“Dammit, Angel, | don’t want to hurt you.” Conner’s 
irritation cut through her anger, and she paused, looking up 
into eyes so cold they chilled her more than anything Tomas 
could have done to her. 

“How...” She took a deep breath. If Conner was here, so 
was Kade. 


“We had people watching you and Matthew. We were 
never more than a minute or two away from you. It’s okay 
now, sestra. No one is going to hurt you.” 

“They didn’t hurt me.” They didn’t have time to, but she 
didn’t say that out loud, though. 

“They put their filthy hands on you.” Conner’s eyes burned 
with an unholy light. “If the police hadn’t arrived, | would 
have killed them all for touching you.” 

“You...you saw that?” 

“Yes, little sister. It will never happen again, not as long as 
I’m here. No one will touch you. | will kill anyone who does.” 

She believed him. Kade would kill for her, she knew it, but 
the difference was Conner would enjoy the act while Kade 
wouldn’t. That made Conner the deadliest of all the brothers. 
“Insane” was the word that came to mind as she looked into 
the black abyss of his soul. God save anyone who got in his 
Way. 

“Matthew...have you found him?” 

“Yes. That is why | wasn’t downstairs sooner. | had to find 
the boy’s room. Once | located it, | was on my way to 
slaughter them all.” 

Angel shook off the nausea Conner’s statement brought. 
Not that she’d mind seeing them all slaughtered, but at the 
Same time, Conner disturbed her. Gone was the flirty, 
charming man of earlier, and here stood a serial killer in the 
making. 

“We need to get to him before Tomas decides to use him 
as leverage against Kade.” She picked up her small gun. 
“Let's go.” 

Conner stepped out into the hallway, cautiously listening. 
Three men lay on the hallway floor, dead or dying. Angel 
didn’t let herself focus on them. She had to get to her son. 
Conner led her down the hall that turned the corner and 
continued. Matthew’s room was at the end, “Mateo” spelled 
out on the door in bright red letters. 


The door wasn’t even locked. She found Mateo watching a 
cartoon, sitting quietly on his bed. He looked up when she 
came in, surprised. 

“Shh.” She put a finger to her lips until Conner followed 
her in and closed the door. “This is your Uncle Conner, your 
father’s brother. He’s here to rescue us.” 

The little boy cocked his head. “Rescue?” 

“Rescate.” The word came after a long second of 
searching. She was going to have to brush up on her 
Spanish, not that she’d been very good at it in the first 
place, but it was her son’s first language. 

Matthew’s confusion grew. “No, Mama. No rescate. 
Estamos en casa.” 

“No, Matthew, no estas en casa.” Conner’s brusque 
manner softened. He clearly understood Spanish. “Esto no 
esta en casa. Nos lo robaron y estamos aqui para Ilevarlo a 
su verdadero hogar.” 

“Matthew?” The little boy grew upset, clearly not 
understanding what was happening. “Mi nombre es Mateo.” 

Even Angel understood that. She sat on the bed beside 
her son. “Of course your name is Mateo. We named you 
Matthew before you were born. It is your name, but if you 
want us to call you Mateo, we will.” 

“Mateo.” His little shoulders puffed up, angry. She’d 
worried he wouldn’t want to be called Matthew, not after 
being Mateo since he was born. 

“He understands English?” 

‘Si,” Mateo answered for himself. “Not good.” 

“It’s okay. You'll learn English, and we’ll learn Spanish, but 
we need to go. 7/o Conner is going to get us out of here now. 
| know you're afraid, but we’ll keep you safe. No one, 
including Tomas or Juan, will ever get near you.” 

“Juan?” Fear pooled in her baby’s face. “Juan is bad man. 
He hurts me.” 

Conner clenched his fist, and Angel saw the struggle for 
him to remain calm so the little boy wouldn’t be afraid of 


him. “Juan will die, Mateo. | promise you he will die for 
hurting you.” 

Mateo stared up at his uncle for a long moment before 
nodding, his expression solemn. “Good.” 

“We have to go.” Angel took his hand and helped him off 
the bed. He was small for his age. She was guessing it had to 
do with how premature he’d been. “Is there anything you 
want to take with you?” 

He looked around his room and finally shook his head. 
“None is my.” 

“Nothing is yours?” she asked. The room held toys and 
books and clothes. All of it for him. 

He nodded. “Is 7fo Tomas’s. He tells me! play when | here.” 

“Don’t worry. We’ll get you your own things when we get 
home. You stay close to Uncle Conner. He is here to protect 
us.” 

“You ever had a piggyback ride?” Conner asked. When the 
little boy shook his head, Conner picked him up and tossed 
him on his back, explaining how to hold on with his arms 
and legs. Conner pulled out his guns once he was Satisfied 
Mateo had the hang ot it. 

It bothered Angel that the sight of guns and talk of killing 
never fazed her son. He didn’t even blink. God knew what 
he must have seen to be so nonchalant about it. Her first 
order of business was to find the best child psychologist in 
New York when she got him home. 

An explosion rocked the house, and Conner stopped, 
listening. “I think Kade just announced his arrival.” 

Angel wanted to run and find him, to tell him their son was 
safe, but she knew that would only make things worse. She 
almost got him killed last time. It wasn’t a mistake she was 
prepared to make again. 

“Do you have a way out?” 

Conner shifted the child on his back. “Yes.” He didn’t 
elaborate, just opened the door and aimed. Three short 
bursts of the gun, and he walked outside. Two more men 


added to his body count. He moved slowly, stopping 
frequently to listen until they reached a back staircase that 
led down to the kitchen. 

Maria and the cook were both missing. She hoped he 
hadn’t killed them, but she didn’t let herself think about it. 
Conner led them not out the back door, but through the 
basement door. He moved like a cat, and every time Angel 
stepped on something that creaked or groaned, she winced. 
How was he so freaking quiet, as big as he was? 

The basement was another killing floor. Bodies, so many 
bodies. How had he done all this without alerting anyone 
upstairs? He hadn’t used a gun. He’d slit their throats and 
piled them in here. Dear God. Her mind shied away from the 
horror she saw, and she managed to keep following him 
deeper into the basement to a door that led to a tunnel. 

“This leads outside. It’ll take you five minutes to walk it. 
Can you and Mateo make it? | need to help Kade.” 

“What if there’re people in there waiting?” She panicked 
Slightly at the thought of Conner leaving them. 

He handed her a larger gun. “Shoot the fuckers.” 

She took the gun in shaky hands. Some of the adrenaline 
was wearing off, and the fear was returning. What if she 
couldn’t protect them despite all the bravado of before? 

“Sestra. You can do this. | have to go help Kade. There are 
too many for him to handle. | have to help him.” 

“| can do this.” Angel knew how guns worked, even if she 
hated them. Kade made sure of that. She checked the safety 
then helped Mateo down from his uncle’s back. “We'll be 
fine. Make sure my husband doesn’t die.” 

Conner kissed her forehead before turning his attention to 
his nephew. “Mantenga a su madre a salvo.” 

Mateo nodded and pulled a small knife from his pocket. He 
clicked a button, and a long, wicked blade appeared. It must 
have been custom made for his small hands. “S/, T7o.” 

“What did you tell him?” She understood the word mother, 
but not much else. 


“To keep you safe. Now go. | need to hunt down some 
motherfuckers and make them pay for their intentions.” 

Angel knew he was talking about the men who'd been in 
the room waiting for their turn with her. Conner probably 
memorized every face, and she shuddered from what she 
knew he’d do to them. 

He picked up a can of gasoline and started dousing the 
basement. He was going to burn the evidence of his 
butchery. No evidence, no arrest, no trial. 

Angel closed the door and started walking, hoping against 
hope they’d run into no one. 


Choo Nineeen 
Os 





Kade opened fire as soon as his feet hit the ground. People 
were rushing around the side of the house, and he dodged 
behind an old oak tree, using it as best he could for cover. 
He leaned around the edge and took down four men as they 
advanced. Stupid fuckers. They were just racing out in the 
open. He watched several more fall to the hail of bullets from 
his team. 

More swarmed on them, and Kade knew they were 
outnumbered and outgunned. He had to get to the front 
gate and let Jeremy and his small army of police inside. 
Tomas wouldn’t open the gates willingly. 

He spotted the gas tank on the side of the house. It wasn’t 
overly large, but it was big enough to take out the bulk of 
the men coming for them. He never hesitated. He shot once, 
his aim true. The explosion that rocked them pulled his feet 
out from under him and made his ears ring. 

It took him a minute before he regained his feet and shook 
his head. His hearing would take more than a minute to 
come back, but he motioned for the men to advance. They 
put men down as they inched their way to the front. He 
motioned for Cole to hit the main gate. Two of MPD’s gang 
unit went with him, while Kade and the rest advanced on the 
house. 

He hugged the side of the house and looked through the 
window. An empty sitting room. Where was Tomas? He 
wanted to destroy that fucker like he’d never wanted to hurt 


someone in his life. He inched his way to the front porch and 
Saw the men waiting there, guns aimed straight for him. 
Kade barely had time to duck and roll behind the closest 
tree before the volley of bullets rang out. 

Shit. He looked for Cole, who had slithered close to the 
front gate. He’d have to get inside, and that would mean 
putting himself out in the open for every hired gun to take 
aim directly at him. Fuck. 

Dylan had come to the same conclusion. He pulled out 
several canisters and tossed them to Kade. Smoke bombs. It 
would be harder for them to see as well, but it would give 
Cole the opportunity he needed. He uncorked the first one 
and tossed it as close to the porch as he could. Smoke began 
pouring out of it in midair, and he dived for the porch railing, 
tossing one in the middle of the men waiting and the other 
over the railing and into the yard in front of them, obscuring 
the vision of everyone involved. 

Bullets whizzed at him, and he dodged, feeling one hit 
him in the back. The Kevlar vest took the brunt of it, but it 
still fucking hurt. He barely managed to keep from falling on 
his way back to his tree. 

“Fire!” 

He heard the shouting coming from inside the house and 
had to wonder if that was Conner’s doing. He’d found the 
underground tunnel that served as an escape route. It was 
how he’d planned on getting in to get Matthew, and Angel if 
he found her first. Kade hoped it was Conner cutting off 
Tomas’s escape route. That fucker was going to die today. 

He and Dylan worked their way back around the porch, 
keeping low and staying quiet. They could barely make out 
shapes, but it was enough to shoot. They started firing. Kade 
emptied three clips before retreating to his tree. Dylan rolled 
just as a barrage of bullets hit the place he’d been hunkered 
down. 

“Cole needs to get that fucking gate opened.” Dylan spat 
blood. Kade wasn’t sure how he’d managed a busted lip, but 


he didn’t put too much thought into it. He raised his gun 
and fired at the man stumbling toward them. He fell, and 
another took his place. Kade kept firing while Dylan snuck 
out and collected guns. They would need them when their 
ammo ran out. 

“We need to get inside.” Dylan checked the window 
closest to their cover. “It’s still clear.” He motioned Kade over 
to help him. Kade hoisted him up. The window must have 
been locked because glass rained down on top of Kade, and 
then Dylan pushed himself through the window. He heaved 
Kade up and into the room. 

“Where the fuck are they?” Dylan asked, taking stock of 
his weapons. “They had to have heard that.” 

Kade brushed the glass off his pants, ignoring the small 
cuts all over his hands. The pain was pushed into that dark 
place where nothing bothered him. He gripped the gun 
Dylan handed him. “Let’s go find my wife and kill that son of 
a bitch.” 

Kade and Dylan flanked the doorway and looked out. No 
one. They moved toward the back of the house where voices 
drifted down the hallway. 

“We can’t get out that way,” one voice said. “The 
basement fire has spread like wildfire. It stinks of gasoline.” 

“Then we need to make it to the garage. We can drive 
through the men shooting at us and go out the back exit. No 
one’s disturbed that, have they?” 

Kade recognized Tomas’s voice. 

“It’s blocked from the outside. We've tried to budge it, but 
it’s no use.” 

“Fucking idiots. How did you let this happen?” Tomas 
roared, his anger getting the best of him. 

Silence met his outburst. 

“Get me Kincaid’s fucking whore, and bring the boy.” 

“Sir...they’re both gone.” 

Tomas let fly a string of Spanish. Somewhere in the part of 
himself he’d locked away, Kade felt relief and triumph. His 


family was safe. It wasn’t a lasting moment or emotion, 
though. He was too locked down to really feel it. His focus 
was Tomas. 

“Took your time, motherfucker.” 

Conner’s whisper startled Dylan, but not Kade. 

“Where the fuck have you been?” He leaned around the 
corner, looking to see if there were guards. Six stood in the 
hallway. 

“Hunting.” Conner wiped his knife’s blade across his knee. 
The black material of his slacks wouldn’t show the stain. 
“Fuckers touched her. They died for it.” 

“They touched her?” Rage built so hard and so fast, it 
burst through the lock he’d placed on his emotions, and 
they spilled out all at once. Conner gripped him hard 
enough to leave a bruise. 

“Yes, but just touched. No one raped her, but they died for 
touching her. All except for Tomas. | thought you would want 
that honor.” 

“What did he do to her?” 

“You sure you want to know?” Conner didn’t look like he 
wanted to elaborate. 

“Yes. Tomas will delight in telling me about it. If | hear it 
first, it won’t be such a shock, and | might be able to control 
my temper.” 

Conner still looked doubtful. 

“| need to know how much he needs to be tortured.” 

“| don’t think you'll have long.” They all heard the gunfire 
explode outside. “I’m guessing Cole got the gates opened. 
Whatever we are going to do, we need to do now.” 

The men in the kitchen must have heard it too, because 
they grew quiet. 

“There’s nowhere left to go.” 

“I'll be out on bail by tonight. | want you to find my beauty 
and my boy and bring them to our safe house in Santa 
Monica.” 

“We're retreating to the west coast?” 


Whoever that was did not sound pleased. 

“Not retreating. | just want them taken there and kept 
until all this blows over. It’s business as usual here.” 

Conner growled, and Kade nudged him. It was time. He 
and his brother charged down the hall, firing as they ran. 
The six men went down. He’d forgotten how good a shot his 
brother was. Conner had been a sniper in the military. He 
was just as good up close as he was far away. Three men 
waited in the kitchen. Tomas, his second in command, Javier, 
and a guard. 

Kade smiled when Tomas raised his gun. His own bullet 
found its mark in Tomas’s gun hand while Conner took care 
of the guard. Javier had thrown his weapon down. Kade 
stopped Conner from killing him. He had other plans for him. 

“Hello, Tomas.” 

“Agent Kincaid.” Tomas’s own smile came out. “It is good 
to see you.” 

“Oh, | don’t know about that.” Kade leaned back on his 
heels while Conner disarmed Javier and kicked Tomas’s gun 
away from him. “You may not think so once you realize what 
| have planned for you.” 

“And what would that be?” Tomas smirked. “Twenty years 
in prison? That is nothing. | can run my organization from 
inside as well as outside.” 

“No. You're going to die today.” 

“You're an agent of the law, Kincaid. You can no more kill 
me and get away with it than | can you.” 

“I’m not an agent anymore.” Kade’s grin widened. “I’m not 
bound by the rules of law. You took my son and my wife. 
What do you think I’m going to do?” 

“Ah, yes, my beauty.” He cupped his balls. “She was a 
good ride.” 

Kade felt the rage build, but he pushed it down. “I know 
you touched her, but that’s all you did.” 

“Are you sure?” Tomas leered at him. “She and | rode here 
together. Hours in a car with nothing to do but get 


acquainted with each other.” 

“If that’s true, then what | have planned for you is all the 
more satisfying. On your feet.” 

Tomas’s eyes narrowed. When he didn’t move, Conner 
gripped him by the scruff of his shirt collar and heaved him 
up. 
Kade grabbed a kitchen dishrag and pulled open the door 
leading to the basement. The flames had made it all the way 
up the stairs, and when he opened the door, flames shot out, 
the oxygen feeding the fire. Dylan had moved before he 
opened the door, and the door itself shielded Kade from the 
flames. 

“You’re going to burn in hell, motherfucker. For every 
person you butchered, you are going to feel the flames eat 
you alive.” 

“You can’t...” Tomas shouted even as Conner pushed him 
toward the door. “You'll be arrested...” 

“Who's going to tell anyone about this? These are my 
men, and if Javier wants to live, he’ll keep his mouth shut.” 
Kade grabbed one arm, Conner gripping the other, and 
together, they threw Tomas into the fire, his screams echoing 
up the stairs. They watched as the flames licked up his body, 
molding to his skin like a passion-starved lover. Once Kade 
was sure Tomas would burn and not escape, he closed the 
door. 

Javier stared at him, horrified. 

“If you want to live and take over the cartel as is your 
right, you need to understand two things.” Kade got in his 
face. “One, Tomas got trapped downstairs, and two, my 
family is off limits. This feud is done. The price will be 
removed from our heads. If you cross me, we will hunt you 
down in the middle of the night, skin you alive, and feed you 
to the dogs. Do you understand?” 

The whites of Javier’s eyes ate away the dark irises. “S/, 
senor. This is done.” 

“Kincaid?” 


“Back here.” Kade moved out of Javier’s face and stepped 
aside. 

Jeremy burst in, followed by a small horde of officers. He 
surveyed the kitchen and turned curious eyes to Kade. 
“Where’s Tomas?” 

“According to our friend here, Tomas got trapped in the 
basement. Once the fire spread, there was no getting him 
out.” 

Jeremy stared hard at Kade, and he stared right back, 
unblinking. Conner stood beside his brother, daring Jeremy 
to question their recounting of events. 

“Is that true?” Jeremy moved his attention to Javier, his 
hazel eyes troubled. 

“Sf, senor.” Javier took a deep breath and let it out slowly. 
“Tomas tried to get out through his escape route. | was to 
stay here and make sure our men got out before you 
stormed the house. | don’t know how the fire started, but 
Tomas, he said the door was blocked, and the flames, they 
got him before he could get out. It was so fast. I’ve never 
seen fire spread like that.” 

Jeremy didn’t buy it. Kade knew he didn’t, but there was 
no evidence to say that wasn’t what happened. When 
Jeremy nodded and officers took Javier into custody, a sense 
of relief soread through him. Only one thought remained. 

“Now where the fuck are my wife and kid?” 


KKK 


Angel stumbled out of the tunnel into the night air. She 
wasn’t sure how late it was, but it was dark enough she 
could barely make out the path that led to the road. No 
moon lit the way, and she gripped her son’s hand tightly. 

“Okay, baby boy, we’re out. We just need to get to the 
road.” 


He didn’t say anything, just held onto her hand as tight as 
his little fingers could. She wanted to fling the knife from his 
hand, but Angel also knew he might need it if they ran into 
any of Tomas’s goons. 

She stuck to the shelter of the trees and moved slowly, 
careful of the rocky terrain. She heard the beach but didn’t 
move toward it. She needed the road, not the sand. They 
walked for another ten minutes before she spotted the road. 

“Okay, we’re almost there.” Angel crept toward the road, 
gun in one hand and her son’s in the other. Please God, 
don’t make me shoot anyone tonight. 

“Where's the damn exit?” 

She knew that voice. Dropping the gun, she picked up 
Mateo and ran. She spotted Kade a second before he saw 
her. He rushed her, and the moment she fell into his arms, 
all the pain and fear fled. Kade was here. He’d keep her and 
Mateo safe. 

“Are either of you hurt?” He pushed her back so he could 
look over her and their son. “Conner, call the fucking 
ambulance over here. | want them checked out.” 

“No, we’re fine.” Angel reached up and pulled his head to 
hers, needing to taste him after everything she’d been 
through tonight. She needed him like the air around her to 
make all the bad memories go away. 

When she let him up for air, she smiled down at their little 
boy. “Mateo, this your papa.” 

Kade didn’t know what to feel when those cat eyes shined 
up at him with curiosity. His face was small, but he was 
definitely a Kincaid. It was in the stubborn tilt of his jaw and 
the fierce protectiveness he saw in the way the boy clutched 
the knife. Conner told him he’d told the boy to protect his 
mother, and he was still doing that. 

“ni” 

Kade saw the smile break out on Angel’s face. He knew 
what she was thinking of. That day on the beach when he’d 
found her lounging with her friends. He’d said it then, and 


now their son was saying it in the exact same confident 
swagger he had that day. 

Kade cupped the little boy’s face and felt the prickle of 
tears. “Hi, yourself. I’m so happy to finally meet you.” 

Mateo reached up and brushed the tears away that were 
Slowly falling down his cheeks as Kade stared into the face 
of the child he’d grieved over for almost seven years. 

“Por qué estas llorando?” 

“He’s asking why you're crying,” Conner informed him. 
Kade didn’t speak Spanish. Something he’d start remedying 
today. “Mateo understands English, but he can’t speak it so 
well yet.” 

“I’m crying because I’m happy. | thought you were gone, 
and now you’re here, safe and sound. No one is going to take 
you away from me or your mama ever again.” 

“Even Juan?” Kade wanted to get his hands around Juan’s 
throat when he saw the dead look that entered his son’s 
eyes. 

“What did | tell you about Juan?” Conner came over and 
tousled the kid’s hair. 

“He would die.” 

“He will.” 

The little boy finally nodded, but the dead look remained. 
Kade suspected it wasn’t until he saw proof of Juan’s demise 
that Matthew would start to recover from whatever he’d 
been through. 

“Can | hold him?” Kade asked Angel, unsure if she’d give 
him up. Not that he’d blame her if she refused. 

Her arms tightened around Mateo, but she finally nodded. 
Kade took him from her and hugged his son to him, 
unabashed tears streaming down his face. His son. Kade fell, 
holding the little boy so close it might be choking him, but 
he held on. 

He was finally holding his son. 

Kade sent up a prayer of thanks. For this, he’d haul his ass 
to church every Sunday for the rest of his life. God had done 


him a solid and brought them both back to him. 

He sat there for a long time, Mateo clasped against him, 
and breathed in the scent of him. He smelled of the beach, 
of sand, and salt, and that unique smell that was all little 
boy. 

He’d been conceived here, and it was right that he smelled 
of the things his mother loved the most. Everything was 
right with the world. 

He just had one more thing to take care of before they 
could go home. 
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Angel glanced at her son to make sure he was Safe before 
letting her attention center on the gravestone in front of her. 

Peter Marcus Lemoraux. 

Kade promised she'd be able to come say goodbye to her 
brother, and he’d done exactly that. She brushed the dirt 
away from the headstone and placed the flowers over the 
grave. Daffodils. It was their mother’s favorite flower. She 
didn’t know if Peter liked them, but she’d put identical 
flowers on her parents’ gravestones a few minutes earlier. 

“Hey, big brother.” She squatted beside the gravestone’s 
header that read beloved son and brother. “| missed you.” 

The wind kicked up, and she let it wash over her. Who 
could say it wasn’t Peter listening and letting her know he 
heard her and missed her too? She would believe it was him. 

“| just wanted to let you know | forgive you. If you hadn’t 
made Kade promise to leave me, maybe you would still be 
here. I’m mad as fuck about that, but | forgive you. You were 
only trying to keep me Safe.” 

She traced his name with her finger. 

“| want you to know I’m happy. | found Kade again, and we 
found our son. He’s a little damaged, but we'll help him. | 
need you to know I’m good, big brother, and | know you’ll 
always have my back. Me and you...” She used her index 
finger to gesture back and forth between the stone and 
herself. “We always got each other’s back.” 


Kade’s arms went around her, and she let the first sob out. 
It hurt so much to be here, to say goodbye. She hadn’t let 
herself do it when she’d buried him. She’d been too pissed, 
and then she’d buried every emotion she had in regard to 
Peter and Kade. 

“It’s okay, moye serdste.” He hugged her close, and she 
cried harder. “He knows you forgive him and how much you 
love him. He knows.” 

“| know.” She hiccupped and leaned into him. “I just miss 
him so much. Did | tell you | had a dream about him last 
night?” 

“You did?” 

“He was sitting in the living room at the old house 
watching My Little Pony, of all things. There was a little girl 
sitting in front of the TV. They were having a tea party. She 
was wearing an Ariel princess costume, and her red hair was 
glinting like fire in the sunlight.” Angel twisted so she could 
see her husband. “I think it was his way of saying we’re 
having a girl.” 

“Fuck that.” 

She laughed at the horror that spread across his 
expression. Kade and his brothers all agreed the one thing 
that kept them all sane was that they’d never had a sister to 
worry about growing up. Give them a niece, and their lives 
would turn into a living hell of fierce protectiveness. 

“It’s a girl. | Know it.” She let him help her up, her tears 
starting to dry as the dream made more and more sense to 
her. “Arielle Patricia Kincaid.” 

“I’m not having it.” Kade shook his head, his eyes wide as 
saucers. “There will be no girls born into this family.” 

“Too bad, husband. Your daughter will be here in a few 
short months.” 

“Then | guess we’d better get her mama to the altar before 
she’s as big as a house.” 

“| thought you weren’t having it?” she teased. 


“I’m not, but if God is cruel enough to give me a daughter, 
| will take her and keep her locked away until she’s eighty.” 
He leaned down and kissed her. “Are you ready to go home?” 

She gave one last look at her brother’s grave, saying 
goodbye. “Let’s go home.” 


Te End! 


The second book in the Kincaid Security & Investigations 
series will bring you Viktor and Sara Jayne’s story late spring 
of 2018. 


Don’t forget to read the first part of Angel and Kade’s love 
story in The Sinner’s Touch(A Manwhore Series # 2) 


BEFORE YOU GO... 
DON’T MISS OUT! 


Would you like to be a part of our FREEBIE 
FRIDAY LIST and get 5 FREE E-books sent 
to your inbox each week? Every week we 
send out different e-books including ALL 
different genres such as Romance, 
Suspense, Thriller, Westerns, Paranormal, 
New Adult, and much more! If you'd like to 
join over 9,500+ subscribers and growing, 
click below to be a part of FREEBIE 
FRIDAY... 


Join FREEBIE FRIDAY! 


Phot be Fiber 


So who am I? Well, I'm the crazy girl with an imagination 
that never shuts up. | LOVE scary movies. My friends laugh 
at me when | scare myself watching them and tell me to stop 
watching them, but who doesn't love to get scared? | grew 
up in a small town nestled in the southern mountains of 
West Virginia where | spent days roaming around in the 
woods, climbing trees, and causing general mayhem. Nights 
| would stay up reading Nancy Drew by flashlight under the 
covers until my parents yelled at me to go to sleep. 

Growing up in a small town, | learned a lot of values and 
morals, | also learned parents have spies everywhere and 
there's always someone to tell your mama you were seen 
kissing a particular boy on a particular day just a little too 
long. So when you get grounded, what is there left to do? 
Read! My Aunt Jo gave me my first real romance novel. It 
was a romance titled "Lord Margrave's Deception." | 
remember it fondly. But | also learned | had a deep and 
abiding love of mysteries and anything paranormal. As | 
grew up, | started to write just that and would entertain my 
friends with stories featuring them as main characters. 

Now, | live in Huntersville, NC where | entertain my niece 
and nephew and watch the cats get teased by the birds and 
laugh myself silly when they swoop down and then dive 
back up just out of reach. The cats start yelling something 
fierce...lol. 


| love books, | love writing books, and | love entertaining 
people with my silly stories. 
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